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To the Author, 


Hile thou doſt praiſe the Roſes, Lillies, Gold, 
Which in a dangling Treſſe and Face appeart, 
Still lands the Sunne in Skies thy Songs to heare, 
A Silence ſweet each Whiſpering Wind doth hold, ' 
Sleepe zn Paſitheas Lap bu Eyes doth fold, 
The Sword falls from the God of the fifth Spheare, » 
The Hearads to feede, the Birds to ſing, forbeare, 
Each Plant breathes Lone, each Flood and Fountaine cold: 
And hence it ts, that that once Nymphe, now-T ree, 
Who did th' Amphrifian Shepheards Sighes diſdaine, 
And ſcorn'd his Layes, mou'd by a ſweeter Yeine, 
Is become pittifull, and followes Thee: 
T hee loues, and vanteth that ſhee hath the Grace, 
A Garland for thy Lockes to enterlace, 
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THE FIRST PART: 


F 
g 
p SONNET. 
i 
bn 


N my firſt Yeeres,and Prime yet not at Hight, 
When ſweet Conceits my Wits did entertaine; 
C. Ere Beauties Force I knew or falſe Delight, 
C Or to what Oare ſhee did her Captiues chaine, 
Led by a ſacred Troupe of Phebas Traine, 
| | I firſt beganne to reade, then Loue to write, 
And ſo to praiſe a perfet Red and White, 
But (God wot)wiſt not what was in my Braine: 
*Loue {mylde to ſee in what an awfull Guiſe 
I turn'd thoſe CAntiques of the Ageof Gold, 
And that I might moe My#eries behold, ' 
Hee ſet ſo faire a Yolumne to mine Eyes, 
That I[quires cloſ{'d which(dead)dead Sighs but breath? 
Ioye on this {jzive Booke to reade my Death. = 
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THE -FIRST PART, 


$ On 


I Know that all beneath the Moone decayes, 

And what by Mortalles in this World is brought, 
In Times great Periods ſhall returne. to nought, . 
That faireſt States haue fatal] Nights and Dayes: 

I know how all- the Muſes heauenly Layes, 

With Toyle of Spright which are ſo dearcly bought, 

As idle Sounds of few, or none are ſought, 

And that nought lighter is than airie Praiſe. 

I know fraile Beautze like the purple Flowre, 

To which one Morne of Birth and Death affords, 

That Loue a Iarring is of Mindes Accords, 

Where Serſe,and Will, inuaflell Reaſons Power: 
Know what I liſt, this all can not mee moue, 
But that (ome!) I both muſt write, and loue, 

, &'O No | | 

YEc who ſo curiouſly doe paint your Thoughts, 
Enlightning eu'rie Line in ſuch a Guile, 

That they ſeeme rather to haue fallen from Skies, 

Than of a humane Hand bee mortall Draughts; 

In one Part Sorrow fo tormented lies, 

As if his Life at eu'ry Sigh would parte, 

Lone here blindfolded ſtands with Bow and Dart, 

There Hope lookes pale, Deſpaire with rainie Eyes: 

Of my rude Penſill looke not for ſuch Arte, 

My Wit I finde-now leſſened to deuiſe 

So high Conceptions to expreſſe my Smart, 

And ſome thinke Loue-but fain'd , if too too wiſe: 


.- Thefe troubled Words and Lines confuſ'd you finde, 


Are like vnto their Modell my, ſicke Minde. 
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THE FIRST PART, 


S o Ne 


PAie is my. Yoke, though grieuous bee my Paines, 

Sweet are my Wounds, although they deeply ſmarr, 

My Bit is Gold, though ſhortncd bee the Raines, 

My Bondage braue, though I may not depart: - 

Although I burne, the Fire which doth impart 

Thoſe Flames, ſo ſwect reuiuing Force containes, 

That (like CArabias Bird) my waſted Heart 

Made quicke by Death, more liuely ſtill remaines. 

I joye, though oft my waking Eyes ſpend Teares, 

I neuer want Delight, euen when I grone, 

Beſt companied when moſt I am alone, 

A Heauen of Hopes I haue midſt Hells of Feares: 
Thus euery Way Contentment ſtrange I finde, 
But moſt in Her rare Beautie, my rare Minde. 


S Oo N. 


H4® w that vaſte Heauen intitled Firſt is rold, 
If any other Worlds beyond it lie, 

And People liuing in Etecrniric, 

Or Eſſence pure that doth this A/ vphold: 


What Motion haue thoſe fixed Sparkes of Gold, 


The wandring Carbuncles which thine from hie, 
By Sprights, or Bodies, contrare-Waycs in Skie 
If they bee turn'd, and mortall Things behold: 
How S«ze poſtcs Heauen about, how Nights pale Queene 
With borrowed Beames lookes on. this hanging Rownd, 
What Cauſe faire 1r45 hath, and Monſters ſeene | 
In Aires large Fields of Light, and Seas profound, 
Did hold my wanCdring Thoughts; when thy fweet Eye 
Bade mee leaue all, and only thinke on Thee. | 
4 | Vauat 


THE FIRST PART, 


2". S on. 


: Aunt not, faire Heavens, of your two gloriqus Eights, 
Which though moſt bright, yet fee not when they thine, 


And ſhining, cannotſhew. their Beames diuine 
Both in one Place,but parte by Dayes and Nights, 
Earth, vaunt not of thoſe Treaſures yee enſhrine, 
Held only deare becauſe hidde from our Sights, 
Your pure and burniſh'd Gold, your Diamonds tine, 
Snow-paſling Iuorie that the-Eye delights: 
Nor Seas of thofe deare Wares are in you found, 
Vaunt not:rich Pearle, red Corrall,which doe ſtirre 
A fond Deſire in Fooles to plunge your Ground; 
Thoſe all (morefaire) areto bee had in Her:. » 
Pearle, Iuorie, Corrall, Diamond, Sunnes, Gold, 


Teeth, Necke, Lips, Heart, Eyes, Haire,are to behold. 


P Son, 


Hat learned Grecian (who did fo excell 

In Knowledge paſſing. Senſe, that hee'is nam'd 
Of all the atter-Worlds Diuine)doth tell, 

That at the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 
Ere in theſe Manſions blinde they come to dwell, 
They liue bright Rayes of that Erernall Light, 
And others fee, knoyw, loue, in Heauens great Hight, 
Not toylde with ought to Reaſon doth rebell, 
Moſt true it is, for ſtraight ar the firſt Sight 

My Minde mee told, that in ſome other Place 

It elſewhere ſaw the de of that Face, 

And lou'd a Loue of heauenly pure Delight? 

No Wonder now I feele fo faire a Flame, 
Sith I Her lou'd ere on this Ear;h ſhee came. 
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N? w while the V/zhther fable Vaile hath ſpred, 
And ſilently her reſtie Coach doth rolle, 
Rowſing with Her from Tzra 1s azure Bed 
Thoſe ſtarrie Nymphes which dance about the Pole, 
While CrxrTH1a in pureſt Cipres cled, 
The Latmian Shepheard in a Trance delſcries, 
And whiles lookes pale from hight of all the Skies, 
Whiles dyes her Beauties in a baſhfull Red, 
While Sleepe ( in Triumph ) cloſed hath all Eyes, 
And Birds and Beaſtes a Silence {weet doe keepe, 
And Pxorevs monſtrous People inthe Deepe, 
The Winds and Waues ( huſht vp) toreſt entiſe, | 
I wake, muſe, weepe, and who my Heart hathflaine 
See ſtill before me to augment my Paine. 


S 0 Ne 


g Leepe, Silence Child, ſweet Father of ſoft Reſt, 
Prince whoſe Approach Peacetoall Mortalls brings, 

Indifferent Hoſt to Shepheardsandto Kings, 

Sole Comforter of Minds with Gtiefe oppreſt.” 

Loc, by thy charming Rod all breathing things 

Lie ſlumbring, with forgetfalneſfle pofleſt, 

And yet ore me tofpred thy drowfte Wings 

Thouſparcs ( alas) who cannot be thy Gueſt. 

Since I am thine, O come, butwith thar Face | 

To inward Light which thou art wont to ſhow, 

With fained Solace caſe a true felt Woe, 

Or if deafe God thou doe denie that Grace, Ls 
Comeas thou wiſt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
I long to kiſſethe 1»1age-of my Death. by 
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S o No 


Aire Moone who with thy Cold and Siluer Shine 
Makes ſweet the Horrour of the dreadfull Night, 
Delighting the weake Eye with Smiles diuine, 
Which Pxezvs dazells.with his too. much Light, 
Bright Qucene of the firſt Heanen,if in thy Shrine 
By turning oft, and Heauens eternall Might, 
Thou haſt not-yer that once ſweet. Fire of thine 
EnpDemTon, forgot, and Louers Plight ? 
If Cauſelike thine may Pitie breede in thee, 
And Pitie ſomewhat els to it obtaine, 
Since thou haſt Power of Dreames as well as Hee 
Who paints ſtrange Figures in the ſlumbring Braine: 
Now while She ſleepes in dolefull Guiſe her Show 
Theſe Teares, and the blacke Mappe of all my Woe.. , 


S O No 


Ampe of Heauens Chriſtall Hall that brings the Hours, 
—Eye-dazaler who makes the vglie Nzzht | 
At thine Approach flie to her ſlumbric Bowrs, 
| And fills the World with Wonder and Delight: 
| || Life of all Lifes, Deathegiuer by thy Flight 
| |: To Southerne Pole from theſe ſixe Signes of ours, 
Gold-ſmith of all the Starres, with Siluer bright 
' "Who Moore enamells, Apelles of the Flowrs: 
| 246, from thoſe watrie Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſe vp,and bring the ſo long lingring Morne, | 
A' Graue, nay Hell,I inde become this Bed, 
This Bed ſo gricuouſly where I am torne-. 
But (woe is me) though thou now brought the-Day, 


Day. ſhall but ſerus more Sorrowe to-dilplay. 
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THE FIRST PART. 
SoNs6o, 

T was the time when to our Northerne Pole 

The brighte## Lampe of Heauen beginnes to rolle, 
When Earth more wanton in new Robes g—_ 
And ſcorning Skies her Flowrs in Raine-bowes bearcth, 
On which the Aire moift Saphires doth bequeath, 
Which quake to feele the biſeing Zephires breath - 
When Birds from ſhadie Groues their Loue foorth warble, 
And Sea like Heauen, Heauen lookes like ſmootheft Marble, 
When 1,in ſimple Courſe, free from all Cares, 
Farre from the muddie Worlds captining Snares, 
By Oras flowrie Bancks alone did wander, 
Ora that ſports her like to old Meander, 
A Flogd more worthie Fame and laiting Praiſe 
Than that which Phactons Fall ſo high did raiſe: 
Into whoſe moouing Glaſſe the Milke-white Lilies 
Doe dreſſ: their Trefſes and the Daffadillies, 
Where Ora with a Wood ts crown'd about 


' And ſeemes forget the Way how to come out, 


A Place there ts. where a dclicious Fountaine 
Springs from the ſwelling Paps of a proud Mountaine, 
Whoſe falling Streames the quiet Caues doe wound, 
4nd make the Ecchoecs ſhrill r:ſound that Sound, 
The Lawrell there the ſhining Channell graces, 
The Palme her Loue with long-ftretch'd Armes embraces, 
The Poplar ſpreds her Branches to the Ski, 
And hides from \figot that azure Cannopie. 
The Streames the Trees, the Trees their leaues flill nouriſh, 
That Place graue Winter finds not without Flouriſh, 
If lining Eyes Elyſian fields could ſee 
This litle Arden might Elyſium bee, 
Here Diane often ed to repoſe Her, 
And Acidalias Queenc with Mars reioce her: 
i | B 2 The 


THE'FIRST PART. 


The Nymphes oft here doe bring their Maunds with Flowres, 
And Anadeames weane for their Paramours, 
The Satyres in theſe Shades are heard to laneviſh, 
And make the Shepheards Partners of their Anguiſh, 
T he Shepheards who in Barkes of tender Trees 
Doe graue their Lones, Diſdaines, and Ielouſics, 
Which Phillis when there by Her Flockes ſhe feedeth 
With Pitie whyles , ſometime with laughter reedeth. 
Neare to this place when Sunne in mid of Day, 
In higheit top of Heanenhis Cocch did ſlay, 
And ( as aduiſing ) on his Carier glanced. 
T he way did ret, the ſpace he had aduanced. 
His panting Steeds along thoſe Fields of light, 
Mo#t princely looking from that gaitly hight : % 
When moſt the Graſhoppers are heard in Meadowes, 
And loftie Pines hane ſmall, or els no Shadowes, 
1t was my hap, O wotull hap! ro bide 
Where thick« #t Shades me = all Rayes aid hide 
. Into a ſhut-vp-place, fome Syluans Chamber, 
Whoſe Secling ſpred was with the Lockes of Amber 
of new-bloom'd Sicamors, Floore wrought with Flowres, 
eMore ſweete and rich than thoſein Princes Bowres, 
Here Adon blufh't, and Clitia all amazed 
Looktpale, with Him who in the Fountaine gazed, 
The Aramanthus ſmyP4, aud that ſweet Boy 
Which ſometime was the Goof Delos joy : 
The braue Carnation, ſperkled Pinke here ſhincd, 
The Violet her fainting Head declined | 
Beneath a drowſie Chasbow, all of Gold 
The Marigold her leanes did here unfold. 
Now while that rauiſh'd with delizht and wonder, 
Halfe in a trance 1 lay thoſe Archers wnder, 
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THE FIRST PART. 


T he ſeaſon, ſilence, place, did all entiſe 

Eyes heanie lids to bring Night on their Skies, 
which ſoftly haning ſtollew themſelues together 
(Like Enening Clouds) me plac'd I wote not whether, 
As Cowards leaue the Fort which they ſhould keepe 
My ſenſes one by one gane place to Slecpe, 

Who followed with a Troupe of golden Slomb ers 
Thruit from my quiet Braineall baſe Encombers, 
And thriſe me touching with his Rod of Gold, 

A Heauen of V o_ in my Temples roll'd, 

T 0 counterwvaile thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 
Thus in hi ſilent Priſon cloſ'd he left me. 

Me thouzht through all the Nerghbour Woods a noyce 
of Quiriſters, wore ſweet than Lute or voyce, 
(For thoſe harmonious founds 18 TOVB arevmen 
By the ſwift touches of the nyne-ſiring'd Heauen, 
Such arc, and nothing elſe) did wound mine Eare, 
No Soule,that then became all Eare to heare_:; 

And whilſt 1 liitninglay O gaitly wonder! 
I ſaw a pleaſant Mirtlecleaueaſunder, | 
A Mirtle great with birth, from whoſe rent wombe 
Three naked Nymphes more whritethan ſnow foorth come, 
For Nymphes they ſcers'd, abdut their heauenly Faces 
In Wanes of Gold did flow their curtmmg Treſſes, 
About each Arme, their Armes more white than milke, 
Each weare a bluſhing Armelet of ſilke, 
T he Goddeſſes ſuch were that y/ camander, g 
Appeared to the Phrygian Alexander, _ 
Aglaia, and her Sifters ſuch perchance 
Be, when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance, . 
But ſcarce the Grone their naked Beauties eraced, 
And on the amorous Verdure hal not traced, | 
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THE' FIRST PART, 


When to the Floud thty ran, the Floud in Robes 
Of curling Chriftall to breits Tuorie Globes 
: Whowrapt them all about, yet ſcem'd take pleaſure 
T 0 ſhowe warme Snowes throughout her liquid Azare. 
Looks how Prometheus Man when heauenly Fire 
Fir#t gaue him Breath Dayes Brandon did admire, 
And wondred of thi Worlds Amphitheater, 
So g47 4 1on thoſe new gueits of the Water, 
All three were faire, yet one excell d as farre 
T he ref, as Phebus doth the Cyprian Starre, 
Or Diamonds ſmall Gemmes, or Gemmes doe other, 
Or Pearles that ſhining ſhells call d their Mother, 
Her haire more Frihs than are the Mornings Bedmes 
.Hang ina golden ſhower aboue theStreames, 
«And ſweetly touſ*d her forehead (ought to coner, 
VF hich ſcene did ſtraight a Skie of Milke diſconer, 
. YVith two faire Browes, Loues Bowes, which neuer bend 
But that a Golden Arrow foorth they ſend, 
Beneath the which two burning Planets glancing 
Flaſht Flames of Loa, for Loue there ſtill s dancing. 
Her either Cheeke reſembl['d a bluſhing Morne, 
Or Roſes Gueules in field of” Lillies borne : 
Betwixt the which a Wall ſo faire #« raiſed, 
That it is but abaſed euen when praiſed. 
Hey Lips like Rowes of Corrall ſoft did ſwell, 
And th one like th other only doth excell: * 
The Tyrian "=_ lookes pale, pale looke the Roſes, 
The Rubies pale, when' Mouths ſweet Cherrie cloſes, 
Her Chinne like ſiluer Phebe did appeare 
Darke in the midi to make the re#t more cleare : 
Her Necke ſeem'd fram'd by curious Phidias Maier, 
Hoi ſmooth, moit white,a piece of Alabaſter. 
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THE FIRST PART. 


T wo foaming Billowes flow'd vpon her Bre#f, 
V Fhich did their tops with Corrall red encref : 
T here all about as Brookes them ſport at leaſure, 
VVith Circling Branches veines did ſwell in AFure : 
FVithin thoſe Crookes are only found thoſe Iles 
VV hich Fortunate the dreaming old World Stiles. 
The reſt the Streames: did hide, but 4s a Lillie 
Suncke in a Chriſtalls faire tranſparent Bellie. 

I, who yet humane weakneſſe did not know 
(For yet I had not felt that Archers Bow, 
Ne could I thinke that = the coldeſt Water 
The winged Toungling burning Flames could ſcatter) 
0n euery part my vagabounding Sight 
Did caſt, and drowne mine Eyes in ſweet Delight. 
What wondrows Thing # this that Beautie 's | named. 
(SaidT) 1 finde'1 heretofore have dreamed © 
And nener knowne in all my flying Dayes- 
Good wnto thu, that only merites Praiſe. 


My — hane bene Paines, my Comforts Croſſes, | 


My Treaſure Pouertie, my Gaines but Loſſes. 

O precious Sight | which none doth els deſcrit 
Except the burning Sunne, and. quintring 1. 
And yet O deare bought Sight ! O would for exer 
1 mizht enicy-you, or had toy'd you nener ! 

O happie Floud! if ſo yee might abide, 

Tet ener glorie of this Moments Pride, 

Adjure your Rillets all now to beholde Hey, 


nd in their Chriftall Armes to come and fold Hers 


And ſith yee may not ay your Bliſſe embrace, 
Draw thouſand Pourtraits of Her on your Face, 
Pourtraits which in my Heart be more apparent, 
If like to yours my Breſt but were tranſparent. 

x WW —- 


0tha 


[ 
4 


3.% —  —  —_— — 
$a S 7 
©7-T7 


THE 'FIRST/PART. 


O that I were while ſhe doth in you play, 
A Daulphine to tranſport Her to the Sea, . 
T onone of all thoſe Gods Lmonld Her rander 


From ThuletzoInde though 1 ſhould with Her wander. 


04! whats ths? the mare I fixe mine Eye, 
Mine Eye the more new Wonders doth eſpie, 
The more I ſpie, the more in vncouth faſhion 
My Soule is raniſh'd ina pleaſant Paſfion, 

But looke not Eyes, as more I wonld haut ſaid 
A Sound of whirling Wheeles me all diſmayde, 
And with the Sound foorth from the timorous Buſhes 


With ſtorme-like Courſe a ſumptnous Chariot ruſhes, 


A Chariot all of Gold, the Wheeles were Gold, 
The Nailes, and Axetree Gold on which tt. roll d : 
The vpmoit Part a Scarlet Y aile did couer, 


More rich than Danaes Lap ſpred with her Louer: 


In mid# of it in a triumphing Chaire_|, 

A Ladie ſate miraculouſly faire, 

Whoſe penſine'Countenance, und Lookes of Honor, 
Doe more allure the Mind that thinketh on Her, 
Than the moit wanton Face and amorous Eyes, 
That Amarhus or flowrie- Paphos ſces. 

A Crue of Virgins. made 4 Rineubout Her, 

The Diamond ſhee, they ſceme* the Gold without Her, 
Such Thetis is when to the Billowes rore 

With Mcrmaids nyce ſhee damteth on the Shore: 
Soin a ſable Ni7ht the: Sunnes bright Siftor 
Among the- leffet twinokling Lights doth glifter, 
Faire Toakes of Ermelines, whoſe Colour paſſe 
The white Snowes 0n aged Grampins Face, . 
More (wift than Venus Birds this Chariot autalcd 
To the :teniſhd Banake where as#t bided. 


Bit 
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THE FIRST PART. 


But long it did not bide, when poore thoſe Streames 
Aye me ! it made, tranſporting thoſe rich Gemmes, 
And by that Burthen lighter, ſwiftly drined 
Till (as me thought) it at a Towre arriued, 

V pon a Rocke of Chriztall ſhining clearc 
Of Diamonas this Caſtle did appearc, 
1V hoſe riſing Spires of Gold ſo high them reared 
That Atlas-like it feemw'dthe Heaucn they beare.. 
A mid5t which Hights on Arches did ariſe 
(Arches which ouilt Flames branatſh to the Skies) 
Of ſparking T opaces, Prowde, Gorgeous, Ample, 
(Liketo a litle Heanen) a ſacred Temple: 
VV hoſe Walls no Windowes hane, nay all the Wall 
Is but one Window, Night there dothnot fall 
More when the Sunneto Weiterne Worlds declincth, 
Than in our Zenith when at Noone He ſhineth. 
Two flaming Hills the Paſſage ſtrait defend 
Which toths radiant Building doth aſcend, 
Y pon whoſe Arching tops on a Pilaitre 
A Port ſlands open,raiſ'd inLoues Diſaitre, 
For none that narrow Bridge and Gate can paſſe, 
Y'Vho hane their Faces ſeent in Venus Glaſſe 
If thoſe within, but to come foorth doe wenter, 
That ſtately Place againe they nener enter, 
The Precinet ſtrengthened with a Diich 0c :575, 
12 which doth ſwell a Lake of Inkie Teares 
of madding Loucr;, who abide there monizz, 
nd :hicken cuen the Aire wit\ piteous Gronin ©, 
T 75 Fold (tobraue the Skies) the Deſtines fam; 's,, 
TheIWorid the Fort of Chaſtitic it nam d, 
The Queenc of the third Heanen once to appall it, 


TheGodof Thrace here brought ho could not ifrall is, 
” 
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THE FIRST PART, 


Foy which he vow'd ne're Armes more to put on, 
And on Riphean Hills was heard to grone, 
Here Plyches Louer hurles his Darts at randon, 
Which all for nought him ſerue as doth his Brandon. 
V hat bitter Anguiſh did inuade my Mine, 
VYhen in that Place my Hope I ſaw confinde, 
Y Vhere with high-towring T houghts I onely reacht Her, 
VL hich did burne vp their Wings when they approacht Her? 
Mee thought 1 ſet me by a Cyprelle Shads, 
And Night and Day the Hyacinthe there reade: 
And that bewailing Nightmealles did borrow 
Plaints of my Plaint, and Sorrowes of my Sorrow. 
My Food was Wormewood, mine owne Teares my Drinke, 
My Reſt on Death, and ſad Miſhaps to thinke. 
And for fuch Thoughts to haue my Heart enlarged, 
And eaſe mine Eyes with brinie Tribute charged, 
Oner 4 Brooke (me thought) my pininz Face 
1 laid, which then(as griew d at my Diſerace) 
A Face Me ſhew'd againe ſo ouer-clouded, - 
That at the Sight mine Eyes afray'd them ſhrowded. 
Thy i the gnerdon Loue, ths i the Gaine 
In end whichto thy Seruants doth remaine, 
I would haue ſaid, when Feare made Slecpe to lane me, 
And of thoſe fatall Shadowes did bereaue me, 
But ah alas ! in ſtead to dreame of Lone, 
And Woes, mee made them in effect to proue, 
For what into my troubled Braine was painted, 


1 waking found that Time, and Placepreſented. 


Lon, 


| 
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A* burning Thoughts now let me take ſome Reſt, . 

And your tumultuous Broyles a while appeaſe, ' 

Ist not enough, Starres, Fortune, Lowe moleſt 

Me all at once, but yee muſt to diſpleafe ? 

Let Hope (though falſe) yer lodge within my Breſt, 

My high Attempt ( though dangerous) yet praiſe, 

What though I trace not right Heauens ſteppie Wayes? 

It doth ſuſhce, my Fall ſhall make me bleſt. 

I doe not doate on Dayes,nor feare not Death, 

Sothat my Life be braue, what though not long ? 

Let meRenown(d liue from the vulgare Throng, | 

And when yee lift (Heauens) take this borrowed Breath. 
Men bur like Viſions are, Timeall doth claime, 
He liues,who dies to winnea laſting Name, 


MaDRI1GaALL, 


A Departs of my Death, 

Now I reſemble that ſubtile Worme on Earth 
PV hich prone to its owne euill can take no ret, 
For with flrange Thoughts poſſeſt, 
7 feede on Py Leanes 
of Hope, which me deceaues, 
nd thouſand Webs doth warpe within my Breſt, 
And thus in end vnto my ſelfe I weaue 


A faſt-ſhut Priſon, no, but euen a Graue. 
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SEXTAIN. 


, He Heauen doth not containe ſo many Starres, 
So many Leanes not proſtrate lie in Woods, 
YYhen Autumne's old, and Boreas ſounds his Warres, 
So many Wanes bane not the Ocean Floods, 
As my rent Mind hath Tormentsall the Night, 
And Heart ſpends Sighes, when Pn ts vs brings the Light. 


1V'Vhy ſhould 1 beene a Partner of the Light ? 

Who croitin Birth by bad Aſpedts of Statres, 

Hane nener ſince had happie Day nor Night, 

VV. hy was n0t I a Liner in the Woods, 

Or Citizen of TutTt1s Chriftall Floods, 

Than made a Man, for Loueand Fortunes Warres 2 


Tlookeeach Day when Death ſhould ende the Warres, 
Vnciull Warres,twixt Senſe and Reaſons Light, 
My Paines I count to Mountaines, Meads,and Floods, 
And of my Sorrow Partners makes the Starrce, 
Al deſolate I haunt the fearfull Woods 

Y Vhen I ſhould gine my ſelſe to Re#t at Night. 


VVith watchfull Eyes 1 nere beholde the Night; 

Mother of Peace, but ah to me of Warres, 

And Cyxruia Bueence.like ſhining through the Woods, 
YVhen flraight thoſe Lamps come in my Thought, whoſe Light 
My Indgement dazel d, paſiing brighte#t Starrcs, | 
And then mine Eyes en-iſle themſelues with Floods. 


Turne to their Springs againe firit ſhall the Floods, 
Cleare ſhall-the Sunne the ſad and gloomie Night, 
T'o dance.abont the Pole ceaſe ſhall the Starres, 
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THE FIAST PART. 


The Elements renew their ancient Watrrcs 


Shall firſt, and bee deprin'd of Place and Light, 
Erc1 finde Ret in Citie, Fields, or Woods, 


Ende theſe my Dayes Enawellers of the Woods, 
T ake this my Life yee deepe and raging Floods, 
Sunne neucr riſe to cleare mee with thy Light, 
Horror and Darkneſle keepe a laſting Night, 
Conſume me Care with thy inteftine Warres, 
CAnd ſlay your Influence &re me bright Starres, 


Ta vaine the Starres, Endwellers of the Woods, 
Care, Horror, Warres 1 call and raging Floods, 
For all hane ſworne no Night ſhall dim me my Sight. 


S oN, 


O Sacred Bluſh impurpling Checkes pure Skies, | 
With crimſon Wings which ſpred thee likethe Morye,, 
O baſhfull Looke ſent from thoſe ſhining Eyes, | 
Which(though caſt down on Earti)couldſt Heauen adorne! 
O Tongue in which moſt luſhious Nectar lies, 
That canat once both blefſe and make forlorne, 
Deare Corral! Lip which Beantie beautifies, 
That trembling ſtood ere that her words were borne. 
And you her Words, Wordsno, but Golden Chaines' 
Which did captiue mine Eares, enfnare my Soule, 
Wiſe Image of her Minde, Mindethat containes 
A Power all Power of Sexes to controule: 
Yee all from Loue diſſwade fo ſweetly mee, 
ThatI loue more, if more my Loue could bee, 
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Or Arne, nor Mincias, norſtately Tyber, 
Sebethus, nor the Floud into whoſe Streames 


He fell who bucnt the World with borrow'd Beames, 


Gold-rolling Taz«s, Munda, famous Iber. 

Sorgue, Roſne, Loire, Garron,nor prowd-banked Scine, 
Penens, Phaſis, Xanthus, humble Ladon, 

Nor Shee whoſe Nymphes excell her who lou'd Aden 
Faire Tameſis, nor 1er large, nor Rheine, 

Euphrates, Tigrt, Indus, Hermus, Gange, 

Pearlie Hydaſpes, Serpent-like Meander, 

The Golte bereft ſweet Hero her Leander, 


Nile that farre farre his hidden Head doth range, 


Haue euer had ſo rare a Cauſe of Praiſe, 
As 0ra,where this Northerne Phenix ſtayes. 


Son. 


- i O heare my Plaints faire Riuer Chriſtalline 
Thouin a filentSlumber feemes to ſtay, 

Delicious Flowrs, Lillie and Columbine, : 

Yee bowe your Heades when I my Woes diſplay. 

Forreſts, in you the Mirtle, Palme,and Bay, 

Haue had compaſſion liſtning to my Grones, 

The Winds with Sighes haue ſolemniz'd my Mones 


Mong Leaues, which whiſper d what they could not ay. 


The Cauecs, the Rockes, the Hills the Syluans Thrones 
(As if cuen Pitie did in them appeare) 
Haueat my Sorrowes rent their ruethleſle Stones, 
Each thingI finde hath ſenſe except my Deare 
Who doth not thinkeT loue, or will not know 
My Griefe, perchance dclighting in my Woe. 


Sweet 
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I\Veet Brooke, in whoſe cleare Chriſtall I mine Eyes 
Haue oft ſecne great in Labour of their Teares, 
Enamell'd Banke, whoſe ſhining Grauell beares 
Theſe ſad Characters of my Miſcries. | 
High Woods, whoſe mounting Tops menace the Sphearcs, 
Wild Citizens, Amphions of the Trees, | 
You gloomic Groues at hotteſt Noones which freeze, 
Elyſian Shades which Phebas neuer cleares. 
Vafte ſolitarie Mountaines, pleaſant Plaines, 
Embrodred Meads that Ocean-wayes youreach, 
Hills, Dales, Springs, all that my ſad Cry conſtraines 
To take part of my Plaints, and learne Woes Speach, 
Will that remorſelefle Faire e're Pitieſhow, 
Of Grace now anſ{were if yee ought know ? No. 


S oN, 


VV flaming Hornes the Bu now brings the Yeare, 

Melt doe the horride Mountaines Helmes of Show, 
Tae filuer Flouds in pearlie Channells flow, 
The late-bare Woods greene Anadeams doe weare, 
The Nightingall forgetting Winters Woe,. 
Calls vpthe lazie Morne her Notes to heare, | 
Thoſe Flowrs areſpred which Names of Princes beare, 
Some red, ſome azure, white,and golden grow. 
Here lowes a Heifer, there bea-wailing ſtrayes 
A harmelefſe Lambe, not farre a Stag rebounds, 
The Sheepe-heards ſing to grazing Flockes ſweet Layes, 
Andall about the Ecchoing Aire reſounds, 

Hills, Dales, Woods, Flouds,& cuery thing doth change, 

; Burt See in Rieonr, Tin Lovneam ſtrange- 
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VV Hen Nature now had wonderfully wrought 


All Avzist=eLiias Parts, except her Eyes, 
To rnake thoſe Twinnes two Lamps in Beaztes Skies, 
Shee Counſell of her ftarrie Senate ought. 
Mars and Apol's firſt did Her aduiſe 


' In Colour Blacke to wrappe thoſe Comets bright, 


That Zoxe him ſo might ſoberly diſguiſe, 
And vnperceiued Woundat euery Sight. 
Chaſtc Pu zz = ſpake for pureſt azure Dyes, 
ButIoveand Venvs greene about the Light 
To frame thought beſt, as bringing moſt Delight, 
That to pin'd Hearts Hope might for ay ariſe: 
Nature (all ſaid) a Paradiſe of Greene 
There plac'd, to makeall loue which hauc them ſecne. 


M a 0, 


& by 0 the delizhtfull Greene 
Of you faire radiant Eine, 
Let each Blacke yeeld beneath the ſlarrie Arche. 
Eyes,burniſht Heauens of Louc, 
S1ncple Lampes of Toue, 
Saue that thoſe Hearts which with your Flames yee :arche 
T wo burning Sunnes you prone, 
Al! other Eyes compar d with you (deare Lights ) 
Bee Hells, or if not Hells yet dumpiſh Nights, 
The Heanens (if we their Glaſſe 
The Sea beleeue) bee greene, not perfect blew, 
T hey all make faire what ener faire yet was, 
Ad they bee faire becauſe they looke like you, 


In vaine 
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Son. 


N vaine I haunt the colde and filuer Springs, 
Toquenchthe Feuer burning in my Vaines, | 
In vaine (Lowes Pilgrime) Mountaines, Dales, and Plaines, 
I ouer-runnne, vaine Helpe long Abſence brings. 
In vaine (my Friends) your Counfell me conſtraines 
To flie, and place my Thoughts on other Things, 
Ah) like the Bird that fired hath her Wings, 
The more I moue,thegreater are my Paines. 
Deſire ( alas) Deſire a Zeuxis new, 
From 1ndies borrowing Gold, from We#erne Skies 
Moſt bright Cynoper, ſets before mine Eyes 
In cuery Place, her Haire, ſweet Looke and Hew: 
That flie, runne, reſt I, all doth proue but vaine, 
My Lifelies in thoſe Lookes which haue me (laine. 
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At other Beauties how ſo cre they ſhine 

In Haires more bright than is the golden Ore, 
Or Cheekes more faire than faireſt Zelantime, ' 
Or Hands like Hers who comes the Sunne before? 
Match'd with that Heauenly Hue, and Shape diuine, 
With thoſe deare Starres which my weake Thoughts adore, 
Looke but like Shaddowes, or if they bee more, 
It is in that that they arelike to thine, 
Who ſees thoſe Eyes, their Force and doth notprone, 
Who gazeth on the Dimple of that Chinne, 
And fiades not Yenus Sonne entrench'd therein, 
Or hath not Senſe, orknowes not whatis Loue. 

To fee thee had Narciſſus had the Grace, 

Hee ſure had died with wondring on thy Face, 

| D 
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MY Tearcs may well N#ymidian Lions tame, 

And Pitie breede into the hardeſt Hart 

That cuer Pirrha did to Maide impart, 

When Shee them firſt of bluſhing Rockes did: frame. 
Ah Eyes which only ſerue to waile my Smart, 

How long will you mine inward Woes proclaime? 

Let it ſuffice you beare a weeping Part 


All Night, at Day though yee doe not the ſame: 


Ccaſe idle Sighes to ſpend your Stormes in vaine, 
And theſe calme ſecret Shades more to moleſt, 
Containe you in the Priſon of my Breſt, 


- You not doe caſe but aggrauate my Paine, 


Or (if burſt foorth you muſt?) that Tempeſtmoue 
In Sight of Her whome I ſo dearely loue. 


IT O Ne 


NY 7mphes,Silter Nymphes which haunt this chriſtall Brooke, 
And (happie) in theſe Floting Bowrs abide, 

Where trembling Roofes of Trees from Sunne you hide, 

Which make 1deall Woods in euery Crooke, 

Whether yee Garlands for your Lockes prouide, 

Or pearlie Letters ſecke in ſandie Booke, 

Or count your Loues when Thets was a Bride? 

Lift vp your golden Heads and on mee looke. 

Read in. mine Eyes mine agonizing Cares, 

And what yee read recount to Her againe- 

Faire Nymphes, (ay all theſe Streames are but my Teares, 

And if Shee aske you how they ſweet remaine, 
Te<ll that the bittreft Teares which Eyes can powre, 
When.ſhed for Her doe ceaſe more to be ſowre. 


Like 


THE!FIRST'PART- 
Mad, 
| the Idalian Queene 


Her Haire about her Eyne, , | 
With Necke and Brefts ripe Apples to be ſeen, , 
Mt firft Glance of the Morne 
In C _ Gardens gathering thoſe faire Flowrs 
V Vhich of her Bloud were borne, 

I ſaw, but fainting ſaw, my Paramonrs. 

The Graces naked danc'd about the Place, 

The Winds and Trecs amaz'd 

VVith Silence on Her gaz d, 

The Flowrs did ſmile, like thoſe pon her Face, 
nd as their Aſpine Stalkes thoſe Fingers band, 
(F hat Shee might read my Br. 

A Hyacinth 7 wiſht mee in her Hand, 
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© þ Hen is Shee gone ? O Foole and CowardT ! 

O good Occaſion loſt, ne're to bee found ! | 

What fatall Chaines haue my dull Senſes bound 

When beſt they may that they not Fortune tric ? 

Here is the flowrie Bed where Shee did lic, 

With Roſes here Shee ſtellifed the Ground, 

Shee fix'd her Eyes on this (yet ſmyling) Pond, 

Nor Time, nor courteous Place ſeem'd ought dehic. 

Too long, too long ( Reſpect ) I doe embrace 

Your Counſel), full of Threatsand ſharpe Diſdaine; 

Diſdaine in her ſweet Heart can haue no Place, 

And though come there, muſt ſtraight retire againe : 
Hencefoorth Reſpef farewell, I oft heare tolde 
Who liucs in Loue can ncuer bee too bolde, | 

D 2 In Minds 
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IN Minds pure Glaſſe when I my ſelfe behold, 
And viuely ſce how my beſt Dayesarefſpent, 
What Clouds of Care aboue my Head areroll'd, 
What comming Harmes, which TI can not preuent : 
My begunne CourſeI (wearied) doe repent, 
And would embrace what Reaſon oft hath told, 
But ſcarce thus thinke I, when Louchath controld 
Allthe beſt Reaſons Reaſon could inuent. 
Though ſure I know my Labours Endis Griefe, 
The morel ſtriue that I the more ſhall pine, 
That only Death can be my laſt Reliefe : 
Yet when I thinkevpon that Face diuine, 
Like one with Arrow ſhot in Laughters Place, 
Malgre my Heart I ioye in my Diſgrace, 
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JIE=* Quiriſter, who from thoſe Shaddowes ſends 
(Erethat the bluſhing Dawne dare ſhow her Light) 

Such fad lamenting Straines, that Nzehrattends 

Become all Eare, Szarres ſtay to hearethy Plight, 

Tf one whoſe Griefe eucen Reach of Thought tranſcends, | 

Who nee (not in a Dreame) did taſte Delight, 

May thee importune who like Caſe pretends, 

And ſcemes to ioy in Woe, in Woes Deſpight ? 

Tell me (ſo may thou Fortune milder trie, 

And long long ſing) for what thou thus complaines ? 

Sith ( Wnter gone) the Sunne in dapled Skie 

Now {miles on Meadowes, Mountaines, Woods and Plaines: 
The Bird, as if my queſtions did her moue, * 
With trembling Wings ſobb'd foorth 7 /owe, 7 wn . 

ru 
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Ruſt yotHycet, Squlerthoſa curled Waves of Gold | / 
With gentle Tides which 9n-your: Temples ficay; | * 
Nor Temples ſpread with Flackes of  Virgine Snow, 
Nor Snow of Checkes with Tyrian Graineenroll'd, 
Truſt not thoſe ſhining Lights which wrought my Woe, - 
When firſt I did their burning Rayes beholde, rs 
Nor Voyce, whoſe Sounds moreſtrange Effefts doeſhow 
Than of the Thracian Harper haue beene tolde - | 
Looke to this dying Lillie, fading Roſe, 
Darke Hyacinithe, of late whoſe bluſhing Beames 
Made all the neighbouring Hetbesand: Grafle reioyce, 
And thinke how litle is twixt Lifes Extreames- 
The cruell Tyrant that did-kill thofe Flowrs, | 
Shall once (aye me) notiparethatSpring of yours, 
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HatI ſo flenderly ſet foorth my Minde; . 
Writing I wote not whatin-ragged Rimes, 

And charg'd with Brafle into/theſe:goldety Times 

When others: towreſo higtam left behinde': 

Icraue not Paxzzvs leaue his ſacred: Cell 

To binde my Browes with freſh. Aonian Bayes, + ' 

Let them haue that who tuning ſweeteſt Layes -' 

By Tempe fit, or Aganippe | Well, | i 

Nor yet to Yenws Tree doe T aſpire, 

Sith Shee for whome I might aff that Praiſe, 

My beſt Attempts with cruell Words gainſayes, 

AndI ſecke not that Othersmeadmire;”;'- * C 
Of weeping Myryhe the Crowneis which'T crane, 
With a ſad Cypreſſe to adorne my ..Graye. 
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Cound hoarſe:ad' Lare,true Witneſle of my Woe, ' 
And-ſtfiue'no-more toi eaſt-ſelfe.choſen Paine > © 
With Soule-enchanting Sounds, your Accents ſtraine 
Vnto theſe Teares vnceflantly which flow. ' 
ShrillTrecble weepe, and you dull Baſſes-ſhow 
Your Maſters Sorrow ix a dexdly Paine, ' 
Ler neuet ioyfull Hand vpon:you'goe, 
Nor Conſort keepe but when you doe complaine. 
Flie Phebus Rayes, nay, hate the irkeſome Light, 
Woods ſolitarie- Shades for thee are Beſt, "© #1 
Or the-blacke Horrowurs'of 'the blackeft Night, 
When all the Worid(faue Thou and I)doth reſt: 
Then ſound ſad Lute, and beare a mourning Part, 
Thou He} may'ſt. mooue, though not! a Womans Heart, 


SON, 
you reſtleſſe Seas; appeaſe your roaring Waues, 
And you who raiſe hudge Mountaines in that Plaine 
Aires Trumpeters, [your-bluſtring Stormes reftraine, 
And liſten to the Plaints my "Griefe doth caule. 
Eternall Lights, though adamantine Lawes 
Of Deſtinies to mooue ſtill you ordaine, 
Turne hitherward your-Eyes, your Axctree pauſe, 
And wonder at the Torments/I ſuſtaine. ' | 
Earth (if thou bee not dull'd by my Diſgrace, | 
And ſenſelefle made?) now aske thoſe Powers aboue 
Why they ſo croſt a Wretch brought on thy Face ? 
Fram'd for Miſ-hap,;th'4nachorite of Loue, | 
And bid them if they: wonld moe rxas'burne, 
In rhodopeer or Erimanthe mee turne. 


What 
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V Hat cruell S/4rre into this World mee bro ught? 
What gloomie Day did dawne to giue mee Light? 

What vnkinde Hand to nourſe mee (Orphane) ſought, 

And would not leaue mee in cternall Night? 

What thing ſo deare as I hath Eſſence bought . 

The Elements, drie, humid, heauic, light, 

The ſmalleſt living things by Nature wrought, 

Bee freed of Woe if they haue ſmall Delight. 

Ah only I,abandon'd to Deſparre, [2 

Nail'd to-my Torments, in pale Horrowrs Shade, 

Like wandring Clouds ſee all my Comforts fled, 

And Euill on Euill with Hours my Life impaires 
Thc Hcauen and Fortene which were wont toturne, 
Fixt in one Manſton:ſtaye to cauſe mee moutrne. 
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JJEz< Eye which daign'ſt. on this ſad Monument 
The ſable Scroale of my Miſ-haps to view, 

Though with the mourning Muſes Teares beſprent, 

And darkly drawne, which is not fain'd, but true, 

It thou not daze!ld with a Heauenly Hue, 

And comely Feature, didſt not yet lament? 

But happie liu'ſt vnto thy ſelfe content, 

O lIct not Lowe thee to his Lawes ſubdue. 

Looke on the wofull Shipwracke of my. Youth, 

And let my Ruines for a Phaxe thee-ſerue 

To ſhunne this Rocke Capharean of Vntrueth, 

And ſerue no God who doth his Church-men ſterue - - 
His Kingdome 1s but Plaints, his Guerdon Teares, 
What hce giues more are Iealouſjes and Feares. 
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JF croſt with'all Miſliapybee:iny poore Lik:;, 
If one ſhort Day1 neuer ſpent in Mitth, | 
If my Sprighrt with. it ſcltc holds laſting Strife, 
If Sorrowes Death is but new:Sorrowes Birth? 
If this vaine World bee buta ſable Stage - - 
Where ſlauc-borne Man playestothe {coffing Starres, 
If Youth beetoſſ'd with Loue, with Weaknefle Age, 
It Knowlcdge ſerueto holde our Thoughtsin Warrcs ? 
If Time can cloſethe hundreth Mouthsof Fame, 
And makewhar lohg fince paſt, like thatto bee, 
If Yertue only bee an idle Ngme, 
If I whenT was borne was borne to die 2 
Why ſeckeI toprolong theſe loathſome Dayes, 
The faireſt Roſe in ſhorteſt time decayes ? 


S o 


T_Et Fortunetriumph now, and 16 ing, 
SithT muſt fall beneath thisLoad of Care, - 

Let Her what moſt I prize of eu'rie Thing 

Now wicked Trophees in-her Temple rearc. 

Shee who high Palmic Empires doth not ſpare, 

And tramples in the Duſt the prowdeſt King, 

Let Her vaunt how my Bliſle Shee did impaire, 

Towhatlow Ebbe Shee now my Flow doth bring. 

Let Her count how (a new Ix/0n) Mee 

Sheein her Wheele did turne, how high nor low 

I neuer ſtood, but more to tortur'd bee: 

WeepeSoule, weepeplaintfull Soule, thy Sorrowes know, 
Weepe, of thy Teares till a blacke Riuer ſwell, 
Which may Cocyt#s be tothis thy Hell. 


O cruell 
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O Cruell Beautie, Meekeneſle inhumaine, 
That Night and day contend with my Delire, 
And ſecke my Hope to kill, not quench my Fire, 
By Death, not Baulme to caſe my pleaſant Paine. | _ 
Though yee my Thoughts tread downe which wouldalpire, 
And bound my Bliſſe, doe not (alas) diſdaine 
That I your matchlefſe Worth and Grace admire, 
And for their Cauſe theſe Torments ſharpe ſuſtaine., 
Let great Empedocles vaunt of his Death | 
Found in the midſt of thoſe Sicyl;an Flames, 
And Phaeton that Heauen him rcft of Breath, 
And Dedals Sonne He nam'd the Samian Streames: 
Their Haps I enuic not, ry Praiſc ſhall bee, 
The faircſt Shee haz lid gaue Death to mee. 


Son. 


3 Hyperborean Hills, Ceraunus Snow, 
Or Arimaſps (crucll) huſt thee bred, 
The Caſpran '1 igers with their Milke thee fed, 
And Fannes did humane Bloud on thee beſtow. 
Fierce 0r/thyas Lower in thy Bed 
Theelull'd afleepe, where he enrag'd doth blow, 
Thou didſt not drinke the Flouds which here doe flow, 
But Teares, or thoſe by ycic Tana Hed. 
Sith thou diſdaines my Loue, negles my Griefe, 
Laughs ar my Grones, and ſtill affects my Death, 
Of thee, nor Heauen I'll ſecke no more Relicte, 
Nor longer entertaine this loathſome Breath, 
But yeeld vnto my Starre, that thou mayſt prone, 
What Loſle thou hadſt ., loſing ſuch a Louc, 


SONG. 
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SON & 
Hoebus ariſe, 


And paint the ſable Skies 
VVith a7 ure, white,and Red: 
Rowſe Memmons Mother from her Tythons Bed, 
T hat Shee thy Cariere may with Roſes ſpred, 
The Nightingalles thy Comming each where ſing, 
Make an etcrnall Spring, 
Giue Life to this darke World which lieth dead. 
Spreade foorth thy golden Haire 
In larger Lockes than thou waſt- wont before, 
And Emperour-like decore © 
YVith Diademe of Pearle thy Temples faire: 
Chaſe hence the wglie Night 
F hich ſerues but to make deare thy glorious Light. 
Thus « that happie Morne, 
That Day long wiſhed Day, 
Of all my Life ſo darke, 
(If cruell Starres have not my Ruine ſworme, 
And Fates not Hope betray? ) 
FF hich (only white) deſernes 
A Diamond for cuer ſhould it marke: 
This ts the Morne ſhould bring unto this Grone 
My Lone, to heare, and recompenſe my loe.. 
Faire King who all preſernes, 
But ſhow thy bluſhing Beames, 
And thou two ſweeter Eyes 
Shalt ſee than thoſe which by Peneus Streames. 
Did once thy Heart ſurpriſe: 
Nay, Sunnes, which ſhine as cleare 
As thou when two thou-did to Rome appeare, 
Now Flora decke thy ſelfe in faire# Guif, 


If that 


THE FIRST. PART, 


If that yee, Winds, would heare 

A Voyce ſurpefing farre Amphions Lyre, 

Your _ chiding ſlay, 

Let Zephyre only breath, 

And with her Treſſes play, 

K ſing ſometimes theſe purple Ports of Death. 
The Windes all filent are, 

And Phoebus in hi Chaire 

Enſaffroning Sea and Aire, 

Makes vaniſh enery Starre: 

Night lhe a Drunkard reeles 

Beyond the Hills to ſhunne his joneng Wheeles, 
The Fields with Flowrs are deckt in euery Hue, 
The Clouds beſpangle with bright Gold their Blews 
Here « the Fong Place 

And eu'ry thing, ſaue Her, who all ſhould grace, 
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V Ho hath not ſcene into her ſaffron Bed 
The Mornings Goddeſle mildly Her repoſe, 

Or Herof whoſe pure Bloud firſt ſprang the Role, 

Lull'd ina Slumber by a Mirtle Shade. 

Who hath not ſeene that ſleeping White and Red 

Makes Phebe looke ſopale, which Shee did cloſe 

In that 19n/an Hill, to eaſe her Woes, 

Which only lines by Nectare Kiſles fed: 

Come but and ſee my Ladie ſweetly ſleepe, 

The fighing Rubies of thoſe heauenly Lips, 

The Cupids which Breſts golden Apples keepe, 

Thoſe Eyes which ſhine in midſt of their Ecclipſe, 

And Hee them all ſhall ſee(perhaps)and proue 
Shee waking but __ now forceth Loue, 
2 


Of 
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E Cithereas Birds that milke-white. paire 
On yonder leauie Mirtle Tree which grone, 
And waken with thcir kiſſes in the Aire 
Enamow'd Zephyres murmuring one by one, 
If thou but Senſe had(t like Pi/gmalions Stone ? 
| Or had(t not ſeene Meduſas ſnakie haire, 
Lones Leſſons thou mightſt learne 7 and learne ſweete Faire, 
To Summcrs Heat ere that thy Spring bee growne. 
And if thoſe kiſſing Louers ſeeme but Cold, 
Looke how that El/me this Iwie doth embrace, 
And bindes,and claſpes with many a wanton Fold, 
And courting Sleepe o'reſhadowes all the Place : 
Nay ſeemes to ſay, deare Tree we ſhall not parte, 
In Signe whereof loe in each Leafe a Heart. 
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f Wow Sunn is faire when hee with crimſon Ctowne,. 
And flaming Rubies leaues his Eaſterne Bed, 

Faire is Thaumantias in her chriſtall Gowne 

When Clouds engemm'd hang azure, greene,and Red, 

To Weſterne Worlds when wearied Day goes downe, : 

And from Heauens Windowes each Starre ſhowes her Hed, 

Earths ſilent Daughter Night isfairethough browne, 

Faire 1s the Moone though in'Loxes Liverie cled. 

Faire Chlorss is when Shee doth paint Aprile, 

Faire are the Meads, the Woods, the Flouds are faire, 

Faire looketh Ceres with her yellow Haire, | 

And Apples Queene when Roſe-cheekt Shee doth ſmile. 
That Heauen, and Earth, and Seas are faire is true, 
Yet true that all not pleaſe ſo much as you, N 

When 
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Mad, 
VV" 4s ſhe ſmiles 1 finde 


More light before mine Eyes, 
Nor when the Sunne from Inde 
Brings to our World a flowrie Paradiſe: 
But when ſhee gently weepes, 
And powres foorth pearlie Showres, 
On Cheekes faire blſhing Flowres, 
A ſweet Melancholie my Senſes keepes. 
Both feede ſo my Diſeaſe, 
So much both doe me pleaſe, 
That oft 1 doubt, which more my Heart doth burne, 
Like Loue to ſee her ſmile, or Pitic mourne - 
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QLide ſoft faire Foxr1,and makea chriſtall Plaine, 
Cut your white Lockes,and on your foamie Face 

Let not a Wrinckle bee, when you embrace 

The Boat that Earths Perfedtions doth containe. 

Windes wonder, and through wondring holde your Peace, 

Or if that yee your Hearts cannot reſtraine 

From ſending Sighes, mou'd by 4 Loners Caſe, 

Sigh, and in her faire Haire your ſelues enchaine- 

Or take theſe Sighes which Abſence makes ariſe 

From mine oppreſſed Breſt and waue the Sailes, 

Or ſome ſiveet Breath new brought from Paradiſe: 

Flouds (ceme to fmile, Lowe o're the Winds preuailes, 
And yet hudge Waues ariſe, the Cauſe is this, 
The Ocean ſtriucs with Fort the Boate to kiſle. 


E 3 Ah who 
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H ! who can ſee thoſe Fruites of m—_ 
Ccleſtiall Cherries which ſo ſweetly ſwell 
Thar Sweetneſſe (elte confinde there ſeemes to dwell, 
And all thoſe ſweeteſt Parts about deſpiſe? 
£h ! who can ſceand feele no Flame ſurpriſe 
His hardened Heart ? formce (alas) too well 
I know thcir Force, and how they doe excell, 
Now burne I through Deſire, now doe I freeze: 
I die (deare Life) vnleſſe to mee bee giuen 
As many Kiſles as the Spring hath Flowrs, 
Or as the ſiluer Drops of 74 Showrs, 
Or as their Starres in all-embracing Heauen, 
And if diſpleaſ'd yee of the Match complaine, 
Yee ſhall haue leaue to take them backe againe, 
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S't not enough (ayemee) mee thus to ſee 
Like ſome Heauen-baniſh'd Ghoſt ſtill wailing goe? 
A Shadow which your Rayes doe only ſhow, 
To vexe mee more, vnleſſe yee bid mee die * 
What could yee worſe allotte vnto your Foe ? 
But die will I, ſo yee will not denie 
That Grace to mee which mortall Foes cuen trie, 
To chuſe what ſort of Death ſhould ende my Woe. 
One Time I found when as yec did mee kiſle, 
Yee gaue my panting Soule ſo ſweet a Touch, 
That halfe I ſown'd in midſt of all my Bliſle, 
I doe but craue my Deaths Wound may bee ſuch- 
For though by Griefe I die not and Annoy, 
Is't not enough to dic through too much Ioy? 


Sweete 


— I ——_— 
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Weete Roſe whence # thu Hue 
VV hich doth all Hues excell ? 
VVhence this moſt fragrant Smell? 
And whence this Forme and gracing Grace in you? 
In flowrie Pacſtums Field (perhaps) yee grew, 
Or Hyblas Hills you bred, 
Or odoriferous Ennas Plaines you fed, 
Or Tmolus, or where Bore youg Adon ſlew, 
Or hath the Queene of Loue you dyd of new 
In that deare Blond, which makes you looke / red? 
No, none of thoſe, but Cauſe more high you bliff, 
My Ladies Breſt you bare, and Lips you kiſh, 
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Qee whoſe faire flowrs no Autumne makes decay, 
Whoſe Hue celeſtiall, carthly Hues doth ſtaine, 

Into a pleaſant odoriferous Plaine 

Did walke alone, to braue thePride of Maye: 

And whilſt through chekred Liſts ſhee made her Way, 

Which ſmikd about her Sight to entertaine, 

Loe (vnawares)where LZoxe did hid remaine 

Shee ſpide, and ſought to make of him her Prey: 

For which of golden Lockes a faireſt Haire 

(To binde the Boy) ſhee tooke, But hee afraid 

_ At her Approach ſprang ſwiftly in the Aire, 

And mounting farre from Reach look'd backe and ſaid, 
Why ſhouldſt thou(Sweet) me ſecke in Chaines to binde, 
Sith in thine Eyes I dayly am confinge. 
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OX thu colde World of Ours, | 
Flowre of the Seaſvns, Seaſon of the Flowys, 
Sonne of the Sunne ſweet Spring, 
Such hote and burning Dayes why deft thou bring? 
Is this for that thoſe high Eternall Pow'rs 
Flaſh downe that Fire thu All ennironive? 
Or that now Phoebus keepes his Sifters Spheare? 
Or doth ſome Phaeton 
Enflame the Sea and Aire ? 
Or rather is it (V ſher of the Teare) 
For that laſt Day amongſt thy Flowrs alone 
Vumaskd thou ſawſt my Faire? 
And whilſt thou on her ga\'d ſhee did thee burne, 
And in thy Brother Suramer doth thee tarne. 
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TYE=< Wood, and you ſweet ſolitarie Place, 
Where from the vulgarel eſtranged liue, 
Contented more with what your Shades mee giue, 
Than if I had what Ther doth embrace: 
What ſnakie Eye growne icalous of my Peace, 
Now from your'ſilent Horrours would mce driue 
When Sunne progreſlingin his glorious Race 
Beyond the Twinres, doth neare our Pole atrriue. 
What ſweet Delighta quiet Life affords, 
And what it1s to bee of Bondage tree, 
Farre from the madding Worldlings hoarſe Diſcords, 
Sweet flowrie Placel firſt did learne of thee: 
Ah! if I were mine owne, your deare Reſorts 


I would not change with Princes ſtately Courts, 
Sith 
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g' gone i« my Delight and ar 

The laſt FM all my _ the chearfull Sunne ; 
That clear d my Lifes darke Day, Natures ſweet Treaſure, 
More deare to mee than all beneath the Moone, 
V Vhat refteth now, but that ypon this Mountaine 
1 weepe, till Heauen transforme mee in 4 Fountaine? 


Freſh, faire, delicious, chrifiall, pearlie Fountaine, | 

On whoſe ſmoothe Face t0 looke ſhee oft tooke Pleaſure, 
Tell mee ( ſo may thy Streames long cheare thu Mountaine, 
So Serpent ne're thee ſtaine, nor ſcorch the Sunne, 

So may with gentle Beames thee kiſſe the Moone ) 

Doe#t thou not mourne to want ſo faire a Treaſure 


VV hile ſhee her glaſſ'd in thee, rich Tacys Treaſure 
T hou enuie needed not, nor yet the Fountaine 

In which that Hunter _ the naked Moone, 

Abſence hath robb'd thee of ' thy Wealth and Pleaſure, 
And 1 remaine like Marigold of Sunne | 
Deprin'd, that dies by Shadow of ſome Mountaine, 


Nymphes of the Forreits, Nymphes who on this Mountaine 
Are wont to dance, ſhewing your Beauties Treaſure 

To Goate-feete Syluans, and the wondring Sunne, 

V Vhen as you gather Flowres about this Fountaine, 

Bid Her Farewell who placed here her Pleaſure, 

end ſing her Praiſes to the Starres and Moone. 


Amon the leſſer Lights as is the Moone, 
Bluſhing through Scarfe of Clouds on Larwos Mountaine, 
FE 


Or 
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Or when her ſiluer Lockes ſhee lookes far Pleaſure 

In Thetis Streames, prowde of ſo gay a Treaſure, 
Such was my Faire, when Sbee ſate by 19% Foumtaine 
With other Nymphes,to ſhunne the awmorous Sunne. 


As is our Earth in Abſence of the Sunne, 

. Or when of Sunne deprived 55 the Moone, 
As ts without a verdant Shade a Fountaine, 
Or wanting Graſſe, a Mead, a Yale, a Mountaine, 
Such is my State, bereft bf my deare Treaſure, 
To know whoſe only Worth was all my-Pleaſure, 


Ne're thinke of Pleaſure Heart, Eyes ſhunne the Sunne, 
Teares be your Treaſure, which the waudring Moone 
Shall ſee you foed by Mountaine, Yale, aud Fountainc. 
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s b Hou Window, once which ſerned for a Spheare- 

| * To: that dearePlanet of my Heart, whoſe Light 

Made often bluſh the glorions Queene of Night, 

While Shee.in thee more beautious-did appeare, 

What mourning Weedes (alas) now do'ſt thou weare? 

How loathſome to mine Eyes is thy ſad Sight ? 

How poorely look'ſt thou, with what heame cheare, 

Since that Sunne ſet, which made thee ſhine ſo bright 2 

Vnhappie:now thee clofe, for as of late 

To wondringEyes thou waſt a Paradife, 

Bereft of Her-who made thee fortunate, 

A Gulfe thou art, whence Cloudes of Sighes ariſe: 
But vnto none ſo noyſome as to mee, 


Who hourly fcemy murth'red Ioyes in thee. A 
re- 


THE:. FIRST. PART. 


Sg O N; 


AR theſe the flowrie Bankes? is this the Mead 
Where Shee was wont to paſle the pleaſant hours? 
Did here her Eyes exhale mine Eyes ſalt Showrs, 
When on her Lap I laide my wearie Head? 
Is this the goodly Elme did vs o'reſpread, 
Whole tender Rine cut out in curious Flowrs 
By that white Hand,containes thoſe Flames of Ours? 
Is this the ruſling Spring vs Muſicke made? 
Deflouriſh'd Mead where is your heauenly Hue? 
Banke, where that Arras did you late adorne, 
How looke yee Elme all withered and forlorne? 
Onely ſweet Spring nought altered ſeernes in you: 
But while here chang'd each other thing appeares, 
To ſowre your Streames take of mine Eyes thele Teares» 
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' A Lexs, here ſhe ſtay'd among theſe Pines 
- A (Sweet Hermitreſſe) fhee did alone repaire, 
Here dig fhee ſpreade the Treafureof her Haire, 
More rich than thar brought from the Colchian Mines. 
Shee ſet Her by theſe musket Eglantines, 
The happie Place the Print ſeemes yet to beare, 
Her Voyce did ſweeten here thy ſugred Lines, 
To which Winds, Trees, Beaſts, Birds did lend their Eare. 
Mee here ſhce firſt perceiu'd, and here a Morne 
Of bright Carnations did o'reſpreade her Face, 
Here did ſhee ſigh, here firſt my Hopes were bornc, 
And1I firſt got a Pledge of promiſ'd Grace: 
But (44) what ſeru'd it to bee happie ſo? 
Sith paſſed Pleaſures double but new Woe. 
| -- MS © O Night 


THE FIRST PART, 
S O Ne. 

O Night, cleare Night, O darke and gloomie Day. ! 

O wotull Waking!:O:Soulc-pleaſing Sleepe ! 
O ſweet Canceits which in my Braincs did crecpe! . 
Yet {owre Conccits which went ſo ſoone away, 
A Sleepe I had more than poore Words:can ſay, 
For clol'd in Armes (mee thought) I did thee kcepe, 
A ſotic Wretch plung'd in Mil-fortunes deepe 
Am I not wak'd* when Light doth Lies bewray. 
O that that Nighthad euer ſtill bene blacke! 
O that that Day had neuer ju begunne! 
And you mine Eyes would yee no time faw Sunne ! 
To haue your Swpne in ſuch a Zodiacke: 

Loe, what is,good of Life is but a Dreame, 

When Sorrow is.a neuer-ebbing Streame. 
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| Fs precious Haire which © Midas Hand did traine, 
Part of tne Wreathe of Gold that crownes thoſe Browes 
Which Winters -whiteſt White-in Whiteneſſe ſtainc, . 
And Lillie, by Eridians Banke that growes, 
Haire (fatall Preſent) which firft cauſ'd my Woes, 
When looſe yee hang like Danazs golden Raine, 
Sweet Nettes, which ſweetly doe all Hearts enchaine, 
Strings, deadly Strings, with which Zoze bends his Bowes. 
How are yee hither come? tell me, O Haire, 
Deare Armelet,for what thus were yece giuen? 
I know a Badge of Bondage I you weare, . 
Yet Haire for you, © thatT were a Heauen! 

Like Berenices Locke that yee might ſhine 

(But brighter farre) about this Arme of mine; 


Vnhappie 
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\Vd Nhappie Light, 
Doe not approach to bring the wofull Day, 
When I muſt bid for a | | 
Farewell to Her, and liue in endleſſe Plight, 
Faire Moone, with gentle Beames 
The Sight who nener marres, : 
Long cleare Heauens ſable Vault, and you bright Stayres 
Tour golden Lockes long glaſſe in Earths pure Streames, 
Let Phoebus neuer riſe CS 
To dimme your watchfull Pyes: | 
Prolong (alas) prolong my ſhort Delight, 
end if yee can, make an eternall Night. 
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V1 Griefe in Heart, and Teares in fowning Eyes, 
When I to Her had giu'n aſad Fare-well, 

Cloſe ſealed with a.Kiſſe, and Dew which fell 

Oa my elſe-moyſtned Face from Beauties Skies. 

So ſtrange Amazement did my Minde ſurpriſe, 

Thar at cach Pace I fainting turn'd againe, 

Like One whome a Torpedo ſtupifies,, 

Not feeling Honours Bit, nor Reaſons Raine. 

But when fierce Starres to parte mee did conſtraine, 

With backe. caſt Lookes I enui'd both and blefſ'd 

The happie Walles and Place did Her containe, 

Till that Sights Shafts their flying Obictmiſl'd, 
So watling parted Ganamede the faire, op 
When Eagles Talents bare him through the Aire. 

Þ F. 3 I feare 
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| Feave not hencefoorth Death, 
Sith after this Departure yet 1 breath, 

Let Rocks, and Seas ,and Wind, 

Their highe#t T m_— ſhow, 

Let Skie and Barth combinde - 

Striue (if they can) to ende my Life and Poe: 

Suh Griefe can not, mee nothing can vrethrow, 
or if that ought can cauſe my fatall Lot, 
It will bee s a 7 heare 1 am forgot, 
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2” many times Nights ſilent Durenc her Face. 

Hath hid, how oft with Starres 1n filuer Maske 

In Heauens great Hall fhee hath begunne her Taske, - 

And chear'd the waking *Eye in lower Place: 

How oft the $unze hath made by Heauens ſwift Race 

The happie Loner to forſake the Breſt 

{ Of his deare Ladic, wifhing in the Weſt 

. His golden Coach to runne had larger Space: 

T ever count, and number, fince alas 

I bade Farewell to my Hearts deareſt Gueſt, 

The MilesT compaſſe,and in Minde I chaſe 

The Flouds and Mountaines holde mee from my Reſt- 
But (woe is mee) long count and count may I, 
Ere I ſee Her whofe Abſence makes mee die, 


So 
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go orieuous is my Paine, ſo painefull Life, 
That oft I finde mee inthe Armesof Death, 

But (Breath halfe gone) that Tyrant called Death 
Who others killes, reſtoreth- mee to Lyfe: - 
For while Ithinke how Woe ſhall ende with Zefe, 
And that I quiet Peace ſhall ioye by Dearth, | 
That Thought cuen doth o'repowre the Paines of Degth, 
And call mec home againe tolothed Life: ' - | - 
Thus doth mine euill tranſcend both Zifeand Death, - 
While no Death is ſo bad as is my Life, | 
Nor no Life ſuch which doth not endeby Dearh, 
And Protean Changes turne my Death and Life: 

O happie thoſe who in their Birth finde Dearh, 

Sith but to languiſh Heauen affordeth Life. 
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Ame, who with golden Pennes abroad doft range 
Where Phebuslcaues the » av 0p brings he Day, 
Fame,in one Place who(reſtleſlc)doſt not ſtay 
Till thou haſt lowne from Atlas vnto Garge: 
Fame,Enemie to Time that ſtilldoth change, | 
Andain his changing Courſe would make decay 
What here below he findeth in his Way, 
Euen making Yertue to her ſelfe looke ſtrange. 
Daughter of Heauen; Now.Aallthy Trumpets ſound, 
Raiſe vp thy Head ynto the higheſt Skie, | 
With Wonder blaze the Gifts in Herare found, 
And when hee from this mortall Globe ſhall flie, h 
In thy wide Mouth, keepe long long keepeher Name, 
So thou by Her, fhee by thee live ſhall Fame, 
F 4 The 
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T He Iuorie, Corrall, Gold, 
Of Bre#t, of Lips, of Raire, 
So liuely Sleepe doth ſhow to inward Sight, 
That wake 1 thinke I hold 
No Shadow, but my Faire: 
E1MHy ſelfe ſo to deceaue 
With long-ſhut Eyes I ſhunne the irkeſome Light, 
Such Pleaſure thus I haue | | 
Delighting in falſe Gleames, 
If Death Sleepes Brother bee? 
And Soules reliewd of Senſe haue ſo ſweete Dreames? 
T hat I would wiſh mee thus t0 dreame and die, 
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I Curſethe Night, yet doth from Day mee hide, 

The Pandionian Birds I tyre with' Mones, 

The Ecchoes euen are wearid with my Grones, 

Since Abſence did mee from my Bliſſe diuide. 

Each Dreame, each Toy, my Reaſon doth affright, 

And when Remembrance reades the curious &croule 

Ofpaſl'd Contentments cauſed by her Sight, 

Then bitter Anguiſh doth inuade my Soule, 

While thus I liue ecclipſed of her Light 

( O mee!) what better am I than the Mole? 

Or thoſe whoſe Zenithis the only Pole, 

Whoſe Hemiſpheare is hid with fo long Night? 
Sauec that in Earth he reſts, they hope for Sunne, 
I pine,and finde mine cendlefle Night beguane, _ 


THE FIRST PART. 


S o no 


O*® Death ſome tell, ſome of the cruell Paine 
Which that bad Craftſ-man in his Worke did trie, 
When ( a new Monſter ) Flames once did conſtraine 
A humane Corps to yeeld a brutiſh Crie. 
Some tell of thoſe in burning Beds who lie, 
For that they durſt in the Phlegrean Plaine 
The mightie Rulers of the Skie defie, 
And ſiege thoſe chriſtall Towres which all containe. 
An other countes of Phlegethons hote Floods 
The Soules which drinke, ions endlefſe Smart, 
And his tro whom a Vulture eates the Hearr, 
One telles of Specters in enchanted Woods: 
Of all thoſe Paines he who the worſt would proue, 
Let him bee abſent, and but pine in Loue. 


May, 


Ritons, which bounding dine 
Through Neptunes liquide Plaine, 
When as yee ſhall arriae | 
With tilting Tides where filuer Ora playes, 
And to your King hi watrie Tribute payes, 
Tell how 1 dying line, 
And burne in midi of all the coldeſt Maint, 


G Place 


THE FIRST PART. 


S oO N,- 


Lace mee where angry Titan burncs the ore, 

And thirſtie Africke ftirie Monfters brings, 
Or where the new-borne Phenix fpreades het Wings, 
And Troupes of Ky” ps her Flight adore, 
Place mee by Gange, or Inars empampred Shore, 
Where ſmyling Keanens on Earth cauſe double Springs, 
Place mee where Xeprunes Quire of Syrens ſings, 
Or where (made hoarſe throngh Cold) hee leaues to roare, 
Mee place where Fortare doth her Darlings crown, 
A Wonder,ort a Sparke in Enuies Eye, 
Or late outragious Fates vpon'mee frowne, 
And Pittie wailingſee diſaſtred Mee, 
Aﬀcions Print my Minde ſo deepe doth ,proue,, 
Emay-forget my Selfe;but'aot my Lotic. 


— _y * "Wh _ 
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THE SECOND PART. 


SONNET. 


F mortall Glorie © ſoonc darkned R ayc! 
O poſting Ioyes of Man! more {ſwift than W inde, 
O fond Dclires! which wing'd with Fancies ſtraye, 
O traitrous Hopes ! which doe our Tudgements blinde : 
Loe, in a Flaſh that Light is gone away, 
Which dazell did each Eye, Delight cach Minde, 
And with that Sunze (from whence it came) combinde, 
Now makes morc radiant Heauens eternall Day. 
Let Beautie, now be blubbred Chcekes with Teares, 
Let widow'd Mu/ſicke only roare, and plaine, 
Poore Yertue get thee Wings,and mount the Spheares, 
And let thine only Name on Earth remaine. 
Death hath thy Temple raz'd, Lowes E:npire foylde, 
TheWorldofHonour, Worth,and Sweetnefle ſpoylde. 
G 2 Thole 
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T Hoſe Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Saphires of Delight, 
Which thouſand thouſand Hearts did ſet on fire, 


Which made that Eye of . Heauen that-brings the Light - 


(Oft jealous) ſtaye amaz'd thern to admire. 

That liuing Snow, thoſe crimſon Roſes bright, 

Thoſe Pearles, thoſe Rubies, which did breede Deſire, 
Thoſe Lockes of Gold, that Purple faire of Tyre, 
Are wrapt (aye mee!) vp in eternall Night. 

What haſt thou more to vaunt of, wretched World? 
Sith ſhee(who curſed thee made bleſt)is gone? 

Thine euer. burning Lamps, Rounds eucr whorld, 

- Can vnto thee not modell ſucha one: 

For if they would ſuch Beautie bring on Earth , 
They ſhould be forc'd againe to make Her breath. 


SY O No 


O Fate) conſpir'd to powre your Worſt on mee, 

O rigorous Rigour,which doth all confound ! 
With cruell Hands yee haue cut downe the Tree, 
And Fruit and Flowre diſperſed on the Ground. 

A litle Space of Earth my Loue doth bound, 

That Beautie which did raiſe it to the Skie, 

Turn'd in negleted Duſt, now low doth lie, 

Deafe to my Plaints, and ſenſleſſe of my Wound. 
Ah! did I live tor this, ab! didT loue? 

For this and was it ſhee did ſo excell ? 

That cre ſhee well Lifes ſweet-ſowre Ioyes did proue, 
Shee ſhoul i (too deare a Gueſt) with Horrour dwell? 


Das 


Weake Influence of - Heauen ! what faire yee frame, 
Falles in the Prime, and paſſcth like a Dreame. 
| O wofull 
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Woefull Life ! Life, no, but liuing Death, 

Fraile Boat of Chriſtall in a rockie Sea, 
A Sport expol'd to Fortunes ſtormic Breath, 
Which kept with Paine, with Terrour doth decay: 
The falſe Delights,true Woes thou doſt bequeath, 
Mine all.appalled Minde doe lo aftraye, 
That 1 thoſe enuie who are laid in Earth, 
And pittie them that runne thy dreadfull Waye. 
When did mine Eyes bchold one chearefull Morne? 
When had my toſſed Soulc one Night of reſt? 
When did not hatefull Starres my Projedts ſcorne? 
O! now I finde for Mortalls what is beſt: 

Euen, fith our voyage ſhamefull is,and ſhort, 

Soone to ſtrike Saile, and periſh in the Port, 


Son, 


Mn Eyes,diſfolue your Globes in brinie Streames, 
And with a Cloud of Sorrow dimme your Sight, 

The Sunnes bright Surne is ſer, of late whoſe Beames 

Gaue Luſter to your Day, Day to your Night. 

My Voyce now deafen Earth with Anatheames, 

Roare foorth a Challenge in the Worlds Deſpight, 

Tell that diſguiſed Griete is her Delight, 

That Life a Slumber is of fearfull Dreames, 

And woefull Minde abhorre to thinke of Ioy, 

My Senſes all now comfort!cſſe you hide, 

Accept no Objc& but of blacke Annoy, | 

Teares, Plaints, Sighs, mourning Weeds, Grauesgaping wide, 
I haue nought left to wiſh, my Hopes are dead, 
And all with Hcr beneath a Matble aide. 
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CWeet Soule, which in the Aprill of thy Yeares 

So to enrich the Heauen mad poore this Round, 

Andnow with golden Rayes of Glorie crown'd 

Moſt bleſt abid'ſt aboue the Spheare of Spheares; 

If heauenly Lawes (4/25) haue not thee bound ' 

From looking to this Globe that all vpbeares 2 

If Rueth and Pittie there aboue bee found? 

O daigne tolend a Looke vnto, thoſe Teares. 

Doe not diſdaine (deare Ghoſt) this =" 

And though I raiſe not Pillars to thy Praiſe 

Mine Offerings take, let this for mee ſuffice, 

My Heart a lining Piramide I raiſe: 
And whilſt Kings Tombes with Lawrels flouriſh greene, 
Thine ſhall with Mirtles, and theſe Flowrs bee ſecne. 


MapxIcaitl. 


"Hu Life which ſeemes (0 faire, 

r Is fe Bebb Fro ou the Aire, 
By ſporting Childrens Breath, | 
VVho chaſeit euery where, 
And ſtrive who can mo#t Motion it bequeath: 
end though it ſometim? ſeeme of its owne Might 
(Like to an Eye of gold) to be fix'd there, 
And firme to hw in that emptie Hight, 
That only is becauſe it is ſolight, 
But in that Pompe it doth not long appeare; 

. For euen when mot admir'd, it in a Thought 
As ſwell'd from nothing,doth difſolue in noueht, 
O!it 
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OO ! Ttis not to mee bright Lampe of Day, | 

That in the Eaſt thou ſhew'ſt thy roſie Face, 
O !litis not to mee thou leauſt that Sea, 
And in theſe azure Liſts beginſt thy Race. 
Thou ſhin'ſt not to the Deadin any Place, 
And I (dead) from this World am gone away, 
Orif I ſeeme (a Shadow) yet to ſtay, 
It is a while but to bemone my Caſe. 
My Mirth is loſt, my Comforts are diſmay'd, 
And vnto ſad Mil-haps their Place doe yeeld; 
My Knowledge doth reſemble a bloudie field, | 
Where I my Hopes, and Helps ſee proſtrate layd- 

 Sopainefull is Lifes Courſe which I haue runne, 
That Idoe with it neuterhad begunne. 


Sono. 


Q44 Damon beeing come | 

To that for-euer lamentable Tombe, 
Which thoſe eternall Powers that all controule, 
Vnto hi ling Soule 
A melancholie Priſon had preſcriu'd: | 
of Hue,of” Heate, of Motion quite depriwd, 
In Armes wake, trembling, _ - : 
A Marble, hee the Marble did a guns 
And hauing made it warme with many a Showre, 
VVhich dimmed Eyes did powre, | 
VV hen Griefe had gmen him leaue, and Sighes them ſlay'd, 
Thus with a ſad alas at la# he ſaid, 

VV ho would haue thouzht to mee 

The Place where thou dtd# lie conld erienous bee? 
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And that (deare Body) long thee hauing ſought 
(0 mee! )who would hane thaneht S 
T hee once to finde it ſhould my Soule confound, 
And ziue my Heart than Death a deeper Wound? 
Thou aidſt diſdaine my Teares, 
But grieue not that this ruethfull Stone them beares, 
Mine Eyes ſerue only now for thee to weepe, 
And let their Curſe them keepe, 
Although thou neuer wouldſt them Comfort ſhow, 
Doe not repine, they haue Part of thy Woe, 
Ah Wretch | too late I finde, 
How Vertues glorious Titles proue but Winde; 
For if ſhee any could releaſe y_m Death, 
Thou yet enioy'd had#t Breath, 
For if ſhee ere appear'd to mortal Eine, 
It was in thy fare Shape that ſhee was ſeen. 
But 0! if I was made 
For thee, with thee why too am I not dead? 
Y Yhy doe outragious Fates which dimmid thy Sight, 
Let mee ſee hatefull Light * | | 
They without mee made Death thee to ſurpriſe 
T yrants (perhaps) that they might kill mee twiſe. 
O Griefe ! and could one Day 
Hane Force ſuch Excellence to take away? 
Could a ſwift-flyine Moment (ah) deface 
T hoſe maichleſſe Gifts, that Grace 
Which Art and Nature had in thee combine, 
To make thy Body paragone thy Minde ? 
Hane all paſt like a Cloud, 
And doth eternall Silence now them [hroud? 
Is what ſo much admird was nought but Duſt, 
Of which a Stone hath truſt? 


0 change! 
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O Change) 96 cruell Change! thou to our Sight 
Shewes Deſtines Rigour equall doth their Might, 
V hen thou from Earth didſt paſſe_— 
(Sweet Nymph) Perfettious Mirrour broken was, 
Aud this of late ſo glorious World of ours, 
Like Meadow without Flowrs, 
Or Ring of a rich Gemme made blind, appear d, 
Or Night, by Starre nor Cynthia either clear d. 
Loue when hee ſaw thee die, 
Entomb'd him in the Lidde of either Eye, 
And left his Torch within thy ſacred Yrne, 
T here for a Lampe to burne: 
VYorth, Honour, Pleaſure,with thy Life expir d, 
Death ſince (growne ſweet ) beginnes to bee deſir d, 
Whilſt thou to vs waſt einen, 
The Earth her Venus had as well as Heauen: 
Nay and ber Sunne, which burnt as many Hearts, 
A's hee doth Eaiterne Parts, | 
Bright Sunne,which forcd to leaue theſe Hemiſpheares, 
Benizhted ſet tnto a Sea of Teares, 
Ah! Death, who ſhall thee flier 
Sith the moit worthie bee orethrowne by thee? 
T hou ſþar'ſt the Rauens, and Nightinzalles doſt kill, 
And trinmphes at thy will: 
But gine thou canſt not ſuch an other Blow, 
Becauſe like Her Earth can none other ſhow. 
O bitter-Sweets of Loue! 
How better ts at all you not to prone? 
Nor when wee doe your Pleaſure mo#t poſſeſſe-, 
T0 find them then made leſſe? 
O! that the Cauſe which doth conſume our oy, 
Remembrance of it 100, would 100 deitroy! 
H VV hat 
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What doth this Life beftow 
But Flowrs on Thoxnes which erow? 
YVhich though they ſometime blandiſhing delighte, 
Tet afterwards ws ſmite? 
«And if the riſing Sunne them faire doth ſee, 
That Planct ſetting, too beholdes them die. 
This World & made a Hell, 
Depriu'd of all that in it did excell, 
O Pan, Pan, Winter fallen in our May, 
Turn'd i in Night our Day; 
Forſake thy Pipe, a Scepter take to thee, 
Thy Lockes —_ thou blacke Ioue ſhalt bee. 
The Flockes doe leaue the Meads, 
And loathing three-leaf 'd Grafſe, hold vp their Heads, 
The Streames not glide now with a gentle Roxe, 
Nor Birds ſing as before, 
Hilles fland with Clouds like Monrners, vaild in Blacke, 
end Owles on Caban Roofes fore-tell our Wracke. 
That Lephyre enerie Teare 
So ſoone was heard to ſigh in Forre#s heere, | 
It was for Her : that wrapt in Gownes of Greene, 
Meads were ſo earelie ſeene; 
That in the ſadeſt Months oft ſong the Mearles, 
It was for Her : for hir Trees dropt foorth Pearles, 
That prowd, and ſlatclie Conrts, 
Did ennuie thoſe our Shades and calme Reſorts, 
It was for Her : and ſhee is gone, 0 Woe! 
Woods cut, azaine 4oe grow, . 
Buade doth the Roſe, aud Dazie, Winter done, 
But wee once dead no more doe ſee the Sunne, 
V hoſe Name ſhall now make ring 
TheEcchoes ? of whom ſhall the Nymphettes ſing: 
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VVhoſe heanenlie Voyce, whoſe Soule-inuading Straines, 
Shall fill with Toy the Plaines? 
VV hat Haire, whatEyes can make the Morne in Eaſt | 
V Veepe that a fairer riſeth in the Weſt * 
Faire Sunne poſte ſtill. away, 
No Muſicke heere i found thy Courſe 10 ſtay. 
Sweet Hybla Swarmes with Wormewood fill your Bowrs, 
Gone 6 the Flowre of Flowys 
Bluſh no more Roſe, nor Lillie pale remaine, 
Dead is that Beautie which yours late did ſtaine, 
Aye mee ! to waile my Plizht 
VV hy haue not I as many Eyes as Night? 
Or as that Shepheard which Toues Lone did ke epe? 
That I ſtill ſtill may weepe: 
But though 1 had, my T eares vnto my 4 
V Vere not yet equall. nor Gricfe to my Loſſe, 
Yet of you brinie Showrs, 
Vr hich I heere powre, may ſpring as many Flowrs, 
As came of thoſe which fell from Aelenes Eyes, 
And when yce doe ariſe, 
May enerie Leafe in ſable Letters beare 
The dolefull Cauſe for which yee ſpring vp heere. 


Death 
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| BD Js Night, the Eaſe of Care, 
Vntroubled Seate of Peace, 
Times eldeſt Childe, which oft the Blindc doe ſee, 
On this our Hemiſpheare 
What makes thee now ſo ſadly darke to bee? 
Commit thou in funerall Pompe her Graue to grace? 
Or doe thoſe Starres which ſhould thy Horrour cleave, 
In Toues high Hall aduiſe, 
In what Part of the Shes, 
YYith them, or Cynthia ſhee ſhall appeare? 
Or (ah alas! ) becauſe thoſe matchleſſe Eyes 
V Vhich ſhone ſo faire, below thou doſt not = 
Striuſt thou to make all other Eyes looke blinde ? 


S © Ne 


MY Lute, bee as thou waſt when thou didſt grow 

With thy greene Mother in ſome ſhadie Groue, 
When immelodious Windes but made thee moue, 
And Brrds on thee their Ramage did beſtow. 


Sith that deare V oyce which did thy Sounds approuc, 


Which vi'd in ſuch harmonious Straines to flow, 
Is reft from Earth to tune thoſe Spheares aboue-, 
What art thou bur a Harbenger of Woe? 

Thy pleaſing Notes, be pleaſing Notes no more, 
But orphane Wailings to the fainting Eare, 


Each Stoppe a Sigh, each Sound drawes foorth a Teare, 


Bee therefore filent as in Woods before, 
Or if that any Hand to touch thee diigne, 
Like widow d Turtle, ſtill her Loſfle cormplaine, 


Sweet 
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CI WVeet Spring, thou turn'ſt with all thy goodlie Traine, 
Thy Head with Flames, thy Mantle bright with Flowrs, 
The Zephyres curle the greene Lockes of the Plaine, 
The Cloudes for Ioy inPearles weepe downe their Showrs, 
Thou turn'ſt (ſweet Youth)but ab my pleaſant Howres, 
And happic Dayes, with thee come not againe, 
The ſad Memorialls only of my Paine 
Doe with thee turne, which turne my Sweets in Sowres. 
Thou art the ſame which till thou waſt before, 
Dclicious, wanton, amiable, faire, | 
But ſhee, whoſe Breath embaulm'd thy wholeſome Aire, 
Is gone : nor Gold, nor Gemmes Her can reſtore, 
Neglected Yertue, Seaſons goe and come, 
Whule thine forgot lic cloſed in a Tombe. 


S © ue; 


WAVES doth it ſerue to ſee Sunnes burning Face? 

And Skies enamcll'd with both the 1ndzes Gold? 

Or Moone at Night in jcattie Charriot roll d? 

And all the Glorie of that ſtarrie Place? 

What doth it ſeruc Earths Beautic-to behold? 

The Mountaincs Pride, the Meadowes flowrie Grace, 

The ſtatclie Comelineſle of Forreſts old, 

The Sport of Flouds which would themſclues embrace? 

What doth it ſerue to heare the Syluans Songs, 

The vanton Mearle, the Nightingalles ſad Straincs, 

Which in darke Shades ſeeme to deplore my Wrong? 

For what doth ſcrue all that this World containcs? 
Sith ſhee for whome thoſe once to mee were deare 
Na Part of them can have now with mee hecre, 
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T He Beautie, and the Life, 
Of Lites, and Beauties faireſt Paragon, 
(0 Teares 0 Griefe! ) hang at a feeble Thread, 
To which pale Atropos had ſet her Knife, 
The Soule with many a Grone 
Had left each out ward Part, 
CAnd now did take his laſt Leaue of the Hart: 
Nouzht elſe did want ſaue Death euen to be dead: 
V Y hen the afflicted Band about her Bed 
Seeing (o faire him come in Lips, Cheekes, Eyes, 
Cried, ah! and can Death enter Paradile ? 


Son. 


eA 7 Naptin, ominous Preſent of my Deare, 
Gift miſerable, which doth now remaine 
The only Guerdon of my helpelefle Paine, 
When I thee got thou ſhew'd my State too cleare : 
I neuer fince haue ceaſed to complaine, 
Since, I the Badge of Griefe did cuer weare, 
Toy on my Face durſt neuer ſince appeare, 
Care was the Food which did mee entertaine: 
Now (lince made mine) deare Napkin doe not grieue 
That I this Tribute pay thee from mine Eine, 
And that (theſe poſting Houres I am to liue) 
I Jaundre thy faire Figures in this Brine: 
No, I muſt yet euen begge of thee the Grace, 
That thou wouldſt daignein Graue toſhrowde my Face, 
| Poore 
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Oore Turtle thou bemones 
The Loſſe of thy deare Lone, 
And I for mine ſind foorth theſe ſmoaking Grones; 
V m—__ widow'd Done, 
VV hile all about doe ſing, 
1 at the Roote, T how on the Branche about, 
Euen wearie with our Mones the gawadie Spring. 
Yet theſe our Plaints wee doe not ſpend in vaine, 
S$1th (ighing Lephyres anſwere vs againe. 


S o n, 


AS ina duskie and tempeſtuous Night, . 

A Starre is wont to ſpreade her Lockes of Gold, 
And while her pleaſant Rayes abroad are roll'd, | 
Some ſpightfull Cloud doth robbevs of her Sight! 
(Faire Soule) in this blacke Age ſo ſhin'd thou bright, 
And made all Eyes with Wonder thee bcholde, 

Till vglie Death depriuing vs of Light, 

In his grimme miſtic Armes thee did enfolde. + 

Who more ſhall vaunt true Beautie heere to ſee? 

What Hope doth more in any Heart remaine, 

That ſuch Perfections ſhall his Reaſon rainc ? 

If Beautic with thec borne too dicd with thee?” 
World, plaine no more of Lowe, nor count his Harmes, 
With his pale Trophees Death hath hung his Armes. 
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_ it hath pleaſ'd that Firſt and on/ze Faire 
To take that Beautie to himſclfe againe, 
Which in 555 World of Senſe not to remaine, 
But to amaze was ſent, and home repaire, 
The Loue which to that Beautie I did beare 
(Made pure of mortall Spots which did it ſtaine, 
And endleſſe, which eucn Death cannot impaire) 
I place on him who will it not diſdaine. 
No ſhining Eyes, no Lockes of curling Gold, 
No bluſhing Roſes on a virgine Face, 
No outward Show, no, nor no inward Grace, 
Shall Force hereafter haue my Thoughts to hold: 
Loue heere on Earth hudge Stormes of Care doc toſle, 
But plac'd aboue, exempted is from Loſle. 


M a », 


M7 Thoughts hold mortall Strife, 

1 doe deteſt my Life, 

And with lamenting Cries 

( Peace to my Soule to bring) 

Oft calles that Prince which here doth Monarchiſe, 

But Hee erimme grinning Kine, 

VV he Catines ſcornes, and doth the Bleſt ſurpriſe, 
Late hauing deckt with Beauties Roſe his Tombe, 
Diſaaines 10 croppe a VVeede, and will not come 


DONG. 
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J7 Autumne was, 4rd on our Hemiſpheare 

Faire Ericyne began bright to appeare, 
Night Weit.ward did her gemmie World decline, 
And hide her Lights, that greater Light might ſhine: 
The creited Bird had ginen Alarum twiſe 
To lazie Mortalls,to vnlocke their Eyes, 
The owle had left to plaine, and from each Thorne 
The wing d vr hs did ſalute the Morne, b:. 
VV ho (while ſhee zlaſſ d her Lockes in Ganges Streames) 
Set open wide the chriſtall Port of Dreames : 
When I, whoſe Eyes no drowſie Night could cloſe, 
In Sleepes ſoft Armes did quietly repoſe, 
And, for that Heauens to die mee did denic, 
Deaths Image kiſſed, and as dead did lie. 
1 lay as dead, but ſcarce charmd were my Cares, 
And ſlaked ſcarce my Sighes, ſcarce dried my Teares, 
Sleepe ſcarce the wghie Freures of the Day 
Had with his ſable Pincell put away, 
And left mee in a ſtill and calmie Mood, _ 
V hen by my Bed (me thought) a Virgine ſtood, 
A Virgine in the blooming of her Prime, 
If ſuch rare Beautie meaſur d bee by Time? 
Her Head a Garland ware of Opalls bright, 
About Her flowd a Gowne as pure as Lieht, 
Deare amver Lockes gaue Vmbrage to her Face, 
VYhere Modeſtie high Majcſtie did grace, 
Her Eyes ſuch Beames ſent foorth, that but with Paine 
Here, weaker Sizhts their ſparckling could ſuſtaine: 
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No Dertie faien'd which haunts the ſilent Woods 

Is like to Her, nor Syicne of the Floods: 

Such is the golden Planet of the Teare, 

V'hen bluſhing in the Eaſt hee doth appeare, 

Her Grace d:d Beautie, Yoyce yet Grace did paſſe, 

V Vhich thus through Prarles and Rubies broken was. 
How long wilt thou ( ſaid ſhee) eftrans'd from Ioy, 

Paint ” rid to thy Pg ful = F : 

How long thy Minde with horride Shapes affrighte, 

And in imazinarie Enuills delighte ? 

Efteeme that Loſſe which (well when view d)u Gaine, 

Or if a Loſſe, yet not a Loſſe to plaine? 

O leaue thy tyred Soule more to _ 

And thinke that Woe when ſhorteſt then 6 beſt. 

If ſhee for whom thou deafneſt thus the Skie 

Bee dead ? what then? was ſhee not borne to aier 

FVas ſhee not mortall borne if thoudoſt grieue 

That Times ſhould bee , in which ſhee ſhould not line, 

Ere e&re ſhee was, weepe that Dayes Wheele was roll a, 

FVVeepe that ſhee liu'd not in the Age of Gold: 

For that ſhee was not then, thou may ſt deplore 

As duely as that now ſhee ts no more. 

Tf onely ſhee had died, thou ſure hadjt Cauſe 

To blame the Deſtines and Heauens yrone Lawes: 

But looke how many Millions Her aduance, 

F Vhat numbers with Her enter ty ths Dance, 

VVith thoſe which are to come: ſhall Heauens them ſlaye, 

And Alls faire Order breake, thee to obaye? 

Euen 4s thy Birth, Death which thee doth appall, 

A Piece us of the Life of this great All. 

Strong Cities die, die doe hizh palmie Ratgnes, 

And (weakling ) thou thus to bee handled plaines, 
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If ſhee bee dead? then ſhee of lothſome Dayes 
Hath paſt the Line, whoſe Length but Loſſe bewrayes, 
Then ſhce hath left this filthie Stage of Care, 

F Vhere Pleaſure ſeldome, Woe doth ſtill repaire- 

For all the Pleaſures which it doth containe, 

Not conternaile the ſmalleſt Minutes Paine. 

And tell mee , Thou who doſt ſs much admire 

Thi litle Vapour, Smoake, this Sparke, or Fire, 

V Vhich Lite « call'd, what doth it thee bequeath, 

But ſome few Teeres which Birth drawes out to Death* 
V Vhich if thou paragone, with Luiters runnt, 

And them whoſe Carriere © but now begunne, 

In Dayes great Yate they ſhall farre leſſe appeare, 
Than with the Sea when matched i a Teare. 

But why wouldſt thou Her longer wiſh to bee? 

One Yeere doth ſerue all Natures Pompe. to ſee, | 
Nay, ewen one Day, and Night: This Moone, that Sunnt, 
Thoſe leſſer Fires about thus Round which runne, 

Bee but the ſame which wnder Saturnes Raigne 

Did the ſerpenting Seaſons enterchaine. 

How oft doth Life grow leſſe by lining long ? 

And what excelleth but what Jieth yong? 

For Aze which all abhorre (yet would embrace) 
Whiles makes the Minde as wrinckled as the Face: 

And when that Deſtinies conſpire with Worth, 

That Teeres not glorie Wrong, Life ſoone goes forth, 
Leaue then Laments, and thinke thou didſt not line, 
Lawes to that firſt eternall Cauſe to gine, 

But to obey thoſe Lawes which hee hath einen, 

And bow wnto the juſt Decrees of Heauen, 

Which can not errc, what euer foggie Mitts 

Doe blinde Men in theſe ſublunarie Lifts. 
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But what if fhee for whom thou fpend'# thoſe Grones, 


And waiicſt Lifes deare Torch i ruetbfull Moyes, 
Shee for whoſe ſake thou hat ft the joyfull Light, 
Court ſt ſolitarie-Shades, and irkeſomwe Night, © 
Doth line? o (if thou canſt) through Teares a Space 
Lift thy dimm'd Lights,aud looke vpon this Face, 
Looke if thoſe Eyes which (foole) thou didſt adore, 
Shine not more bright than they were wont before: 
Looke if” thoſe Roſes Death could ought imppaire, 
Thoſe Roſes to thee once which ſeem'4 ſo faire 
And if theſe Lockes bhaue loſt ought of that Gold, 


y rhich earſt they had when thos thers didſt behold: 


T line, and happie line, but thou art dead, 
And ſtill ſhalt bee, till than be like mee made. 
Alas! whilſt wee are wrapt in Gownes of Earth, 


And blinde, heere fucke the Aire of Woe beneath, 


Each thing in Senſcy Ballances wee wie,” 
And but with T oyle, and Paine the Traeth deſcrie. 
Aboue this waite and admirable Frame, 
This Temple viſible, which World wee name, 
VVithin whoſe Walles ſa many Lamps doe burne, 
So many Arches oppoſite doe turpe, _ 
V Yhere Elemental Brethren nurſe theiv Strife, 
And by inteitine Warres maintaine their Life, 
There-is a World, a World of perfedt Bliſſe, 
Pure, immateriall, bright, more farre from this, 
Than that high Circle which the reſt enſpheares 
. Is from this dull ignoble Yale of Tearcs, 
A World, where all i found, that heere is found, 
But further diſcrepant than Heaurn and Ground: 
It hath an Earth, as hath this World of yours, 


VrVith Creatures peopled, flor d with Trees, and Flowrs, 


It hath 
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It hath a Sea, like Saphire Girdle caft, 

V Vhich decketh of harmonious Shores the Waſte, 

It hath pure Fire, it hath delicious Aire, 

Moone, Sunne, and Starres, Heauens wonderfully faire : 

But there Flowys doe not fade, Trees erow not olde, 

T he Creatures doe not die through Heat nor Cola, 

Sea there not toſſed is, nor Aire made blacke, 

Fire doth not nurſe it ſelfe on others Wracke, 

There Heauens bee not conitrain'd about to range, 

For this World hath no neede of any Change : 

The Minutes grow not Houres, Houres riſe not Dayes, 

Dayes make no Menths, but euer-blooming Mayes, 
Heere I remaine, and hitherward doe tend 

All who their Spanne of Dayes in Yertne ſpend: 

V Vhat eucr Pleaſure ths low Place containes, 

It is a Glance but of what high remaines. 

T hoſe who (perchance) thinke thery can nothing bee 

VV ithout this wide Expanſion which they ſee, 

And that nought clfe monnts Starres Circumference, 

For that nought elſe # ſubjef# to their Senſe, 

Feelc ſuch a Caſe, as ane whom ſome Abiſme 

Of the Deepe Ocean kept had all his Time: 

1VVho borne and nonrifh'd there, can ſcarcely dreame 

That ought can line without that brinie Streame, 

Cannot beleene that there be Temples, Towres, 

VV hich goe beyond his Caues and dampiſh Bowres, 

Or there bee other People, Manneys, Lawes, 

Than them hee finds within the roarine Wanes, 

That ſweet:r Flowrs doe ſpring than row on Rockes, 

Or Beaſts bee which excell the shalie Flockes, 

That other Elements bee to bee fond, 

Than 1s the Water, and this Ball of Ground, 
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But thinke that Man from thoſe Abiſmes were brought, 
And ſaw what curious Nature here hath wrought, 
Did ſee the Meads, the tall and ſhadie Woods, 
The Hilles did ſce, the cleare and ambling Floods, 
The dinerſe Shapes of Beaits which Kinds foorth bring, 
The feathred Troupes, that flie and ſweetly ſins: 
Did ſee the Palaces, the Cities faire, | 
The Forme of humane Life, the Fire, the Aire, 
The brizhineſſe of the Sunne that dimmes his Sight, 
The Moone, the gaitly Splendoys of the Night: 
VVhat vacouth Rapture would his Minde ſurpriſe? 
How would hee his ( late-deare) Reſort deſpiſe? 
How would hee muſe how fool:ſh hee had beene 
To thinke nought bee, but what hee there had ſeene? 
VV hy did wee get this high and wvaite Deſire, 
Vnto immortall things ſill to aſpire? 
VVhy doth our Minde extend it beyond Time, 
And to that higheſt Happineſle even clime? 
If wee be nought but what to Senſe wee ſeeme, 
And Duſt, as moſt of Worldlings vs efteemet 
Wee bee not made for Earth, though here wee come, 
Wore than the Embryon for the Mothers Wombe : 
It weepes to be made free, and wee complaine 
To leane thu loathſome Tayle of Care and Paint, 

But thou who wulgare Footſteps doſt not trace, 
Learne to raiſe vp thy Minde wnto this Place, 
And what Earth-creeping Mortalles moſt affect, 
If not at all to ſcorne, yet to neelet: 
O chaſe not Shadowes waine, which when obtain'd, 
y vere better loi, than with ſuch Traucll gaind. 
T hinke that, on Earth which Humanes Greatneſle call, 
Is but a glorious Title to line thrall: 

That 
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That Scepters, Diadems, and Chaires of State, 
Not in themſelues, but to ſmall Mindes are great: 
How _ who loftieſs mount, doe hardeſt light, 
CAnd acepeſt Falls bee from the higheſt Hight. 
How Fatne an Eccho «,how all Renowne 
Like to a blafitd Roſe, ere Night falles downe-: 
And though it ſomething were, thinke how this Round 
Is but a litle Point, which doth it bound, 
O leaue that Loue which reacheth but to Duſp, 
And in that Loue eternall ozly truft, 
And Beautie, which when once it «© poſſeſt, 
Can only fill the Soule, and make it bleſt, 
Pale Enuie, jcalows Emulations, Feares, 
Sighs, Plaints, Remorſe, here haue no Place, nor Teares, 
Falſe Ioyes, vaine m_ here bee not, Hate nor Wrath, 
VV hat ends all Loue, here moſt augments it, Death. 
If ſuch Force had the dimme Glance of an Eye-, 
FVhich ſome few Dayes thereafter was to die, 
That it could make thee leane all other things, 
And like the Taper-flie there burne thy Wings? 
And if a Yoyce, of late which could but waile», 
Such Power had, as through Earcs thy Soule to ſftealeL? 
If once thou on that only Faire conldſt gazel, 
What Flames of Lone would hee within thee raiſe? 
In what a mazing Maze would it thee bring, 
To heare but once that Quire celefiall ſing? 
The faireſt = on which thy Loue did ſeaſe >, | 
VYhich earſt did breede Delight, then would diſpleaſe, 
Then Diſcords hoar ſe were Earths entiſing Sounds, | 
AU Huſicke but a Noyſe which Senſe confounds. 
Thu great and burning Glaſſe that cleares all Eyes, 
And muſters with ſuch Glorie in the Skies, 
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That ” Starre which with its ſober Light, 
eMakes Day oft enme the eje pleaſing Nieht, 

T hoſe gollen Letters which ſo m__y [hine 

In Heaucns great Volume gorgeouſly diuine, 

The Y Yonaers all in Sea, in Earth, in Aire, 

Bee but darke Pictures of that Soueraigne Faire, 
Bee T ongues, which ſtill thus crie into your Eare, 
(Could yee amidſt VYorlds Cataracts them heare) 
From fading things (fond YVights ) lift your Deſpre, 
And in our Beautie, his vs made admire, 

If wee ſeeme faire: 0 thinke how faire 6 Hee, 

Of whoſe faire Fairneſſe, Shadowes, Steps, we bee, 
No Shadow can compare it with the Face, 

No Step with that deare Foot which did it traces. 
Tour Soules immortall are, then place them hence_, 
And doe not drowne them in the Muſt of Senſe_: 
Doe not, 0 doe not by falſe Pleaſures Might 
Deprinue them of that true, and ſole Delight, 

That Happineſſe yee ſeeke is not below, 

Earths ſweete5t Toy is but diſeuſed Y Yor. 

Heere did ſhee pauſe, and with a milde Aſped 
Did towards mee thoſe lamping Twinnes dirett : 
The wonted Rayes I knew, and thrice eſſay d 
To anſwere make, thrice faultring Tongue it ſlay'd. 
And while vpon that Face I fed my Sizht, 

Mee thought ſhee vaniſhd vp in Titans Light, 
Who guilding with his Rayes each Hill and Plaine, 
Seem'd to haue brought the Gold-ſmiths World againe_-, 


TEARES, 


ON THE DEATH 
of eMelades. 


To the eAuthor. 


| bd Waues of Woe thy Sighes my. Soule doe toſle, 
And doe burſt vp the Conduits of my Teares, 

Whoſe ranckling Wound no ſmoothing Baulme long bcares, 
But freſhly bleedes when Ought vpbraides my Loſle. 
Then thou ſo ſweetly Sorrow makes to ſing, 
And troubled Paſſions doſt ſo well accord; 
That more Delight thine Angniſh doth afford, 
"Than pthers 7oyes can Satisfaction. bring. 
What ſacred Wits (when rauiſh'd) doe affet 
To force Aﬀections, metamorphoſe Mindes, 
Whilſt »umbrous Power the Soule in ſecret bindes, 
Thou haſt perform'd, transforming in Effet: 

For neuer Plaints did greater Pittie moue, 


The beſt Applauſe that can ſuch Notes approue. 
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TEARES, 


ON THE DEATH 
of Maliades, 


Heauens ! then is it true that Thou art gont, 
And left this woefull Ile her Loſſe to mone, 
Mceliades? bright Day-Starre of the Welt, 
A Comet, blazing Terrour to the Eaſt : 
And neither that thy Spright ſo heanenly wiſe, 
Nor Bodie (though of Earth ) more pure than Skies, 
Nor royall Stemme, nor thy ſweet tenger Age, 
Of adamantine Fates nt, quench the Rage ? 
O fading Hopes ! 0 ſhort-while-la$ting loy! 
of Earth-borne Man, which one Houre can deftroy \ 
Then euen of Vertues Spoyles Death Trephees reares, 
As if hee glovied moſt in many Teares. 
Forcd by grimme Deſtines, Heauens neeleft our Cryes, 
Starres ſeeme ſet only to ade Tragoedics : 
And let them doe their Worſt, ſince thou art gone, 
Raiſe whom they lift to Thrones, enthron'd dethrone, 
Staine Princely Bowres with Blood, and enen to Gange, 
In Cypreſle ſad, zlad Hymens Torches chanze, 
Ah ! thou haſt left to lime, and in the Time, 
Yr hen ſcarce thou bloſſom'd in thy pleaſant Prime, 
So falles by Northerne Blaſt a virgine Roſe, 
At halfe that doth her baſhfull Boſome cloſe: 
So 4 ſweet Flouriſh languiſhing decayes, 
That late did bluſh when kiſt by Phoebus Rayes: 
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So Pheebus mounting the Meridians Hight, 

Choack'd by pale Phoebe, faints wnto our Sight, 

Aſton:ſh'd Nature ſallen ſtands to ſee 

The Lite of all this Ali, ſo chang'd to bee, 

In gloomie Gownes the Starres about deplore, 

The Seca with murmuring Mountames bcates the Shore, 

Blacke Daiknelle recles ore all, in thoufand Showres 

The weeping Aire, oz Earth her Sorrow powres, 

That (in a Palſey) quakes to __ ſo ſoone 

Her Louer ſet, aud Night burſt foorth exe Noone. 
If Heauen (alas) ordain'd thee young to die, 

Why was it not where thou thy Might didſt trie? 

rd tothe hopefull World at leaſt ſet forth 

Some litle Sparke of thine expcited Worth? 

Mceliades, o that by Iſters Streames, 

Amoneſt ſhrill-ſounding Trumpets, flaming Gleames 

Of warme encrimſon'd Swords , and Cannons Roare, 

Balls thicke as Raime pourd by the Caſpian Shore, 

Amoneſt cruſh'd Lances, ringing Helmes, and Shizlas, 

Diſmembred Bodies rauiſhing the Fields, 

In Turkiſh Blood made red like Marſes Starre, 

Thou ended hadſt thy Life, and Chriitian Warre 

Or as braue Burbon thou hadſt made old Rome, 

Queene of the Wold, thy T riumphs Place, and Tombe' 

So Heauens faire Face to the wnborne which reades 

A Booke had beene of thine illuitrous Deedes: 

So to their Nephewes aged Syres had told 

The hizh Exploits perform'd by thee of old, _ 

Townes raz/d, and raiſd, vittorious, vanguiſhd Bands, 

Fierce Tyrants flying, foyl'd, kill'd,by thy Hands. 

And in deare Arras, Virgines faire had wrought 

The Bayes and Trophees to ;hy Countrcy brought: 


While 
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While ſome new Homer imping Pennes to Fame, 
Deafe Nilus Dwellers had made heare thy Name, 
That thou didſt not attaine thoſe Honours Sphearcs, 
It was not want of Worth, o no,but Yeares. 
A Youth more braue, pale T roy with trembling Walles 
Did nener ſee, nor ſhee whoſe Name apalles 
Both Titans golden Bowres, for bloody Fights 
Muitring on Marſes Field ſuch Marſc.-like Knights. 
The Heauens had brought thee to the higheſt Hight, 
Of Wit, and Courage, 7 ſon all their Might | 
VV hen they thee framd: Ay mee! that what # braut 
On Earth, they as their owne ſo ſoone ſhould craue. 
Mceliades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From Thuly to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore, 

Vrhen Forth thy Nurſe, Forth where thou firſt didſt paſſe 
Thy tender Dayes ( who ſmyl'd oft on her Glaſſe | 
To ſee thee gaze) Meandring with her Streames, 
Heard thou hadſt left this Round, from Phoebus Beames 
Shee ſought to flie, but forced to returne 
By neighbour Brookes, Shee gaue her ſelfe to mourne: 
And as (hee ruſhd her Cyclades among, 
Shee ſeem'd to plaine, that Heauen had done her wrong, 
VVith a hoarſe Plaint, Cleyd downe her ſteepie Rockes, 
And Tweed through her greene Monntaines cled with Flockes, 
Did wound the Ocean, murmuring thy Death, 
The Ocean that roar d about the Earth, 
And it to Mauritanian Atlas told, 
Who ſhrunke through Griefe, and downe hu white Haires roll d 
Hudge Streames of Teares, that 'chanzed were in Floods, 
VVith which hee drown'd the neighbour Plaines and Woods. 
The leſſer Brookes as they did bubbling goe, 
Did keepe a Conſort vnto publike Woe: 
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The Shephearas left their Flockes with downe-caſt Eyes, 
Diſdaining to looke wp to angrie Skies: 
Some broke their Pipes, and ſome in ſweet-ſad Layes, 
Made ſenſleſſe things amaFed at thy Praiſe. 
Hu Reed Alexis hung wvpon a Tree, 
And with his Teares made Doven great to bee. 
Mceliades ſweet conrtly Nymphes __ 
From Thuly to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore, 

Chaite Maides which haunt faire Aganippe Well, 
And you in Tempes ſacred Shade who dwell, 
Let fall your Harpes, ceaſe Tunes of loy to ſing, 
Diſcheueled make all Parnaſſus ring 
V Vith Antheames ſad, thy Muſicke Phoebus tarne 
In dolefull Plaints, whilſt loy it ſelfe doth mourne: 
Dead is thy Darling, who decor d thy Bayes, 
VVho oft was wont to cheriſh thy ſweet Layes, 
And to a Trumpet raife thine amorows Stile, 
That floting Delos enuie might this Ile. 
You Acidalian Archers breake your Bowes, 
Towr Brandons quench, with Teares blotBeauties Snowes, 
And bid your weeping Mother yet againe 
A ſecond Adons Death, nay, Marſes plaine: 
Hu Eyes once were your Darts, nay, euen his Name 
F Vhere ener heard,did enery Heart inflame: 
Tagus did court his Loue,with golden Streames, 
Rhein with his Townes, faire Seine, with all ſhee claimes, 
But ah (poore Loners) Death did them betrey, 
And (not ſuſpetted) made their Hopes his Prey) 
Tagus bewazles his Lofle, with golden Streames, 
Rhein with his Townes, faire Seine withall ſhee claimes, 
Mceliades ſweets courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From Thuly to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore. 

Delicious 
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Delicious Meads,whoſe checkred Plaine foorth brines, 
VF hete, golden, azure Flowres, which once were Kings, 
In mourning Blacke, their ſhining Colours dye, . | , - 
Bow downe their Heads, whilſt / hing Lephyres fie. 
ueene of the Fields, whoſe B 1 makes bluſhe the Morne, 
Sweet Roſe, 4 Princes Death in Purple mourne. 
0 Hyacinthes, for ay your Al keepe fill, | 
Nay, with moe Markes of Woe your Leanes now fill: 
And you, 0 Flowre of Helens Teares firſs borne, 
Into thoſe liquide Pearles againe you turne, 
Tour greene Lockes, Forreſts,cut, in weeping Myrrhes, 
T he deadly Cypreſle, and Inke-dropping Firres, 
Tour Palmes and Mirtles change; from Shadowes darke 
VVing'd Syrens waile, and you ſad Ecchocs marke 
The lamentable Accents of their Mone, 
And plaine that brane Moeliades # gone, 
Stay Skie thy turning Courſe, and now become 
A ſtately Arche, wnto the Earth his Tombe: 
Ouer which ay the watrie Iris keepe, 
And ſad Elecras Sifters which ſlill weepe. 
Mceliades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From Thuly to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore. 

Deare Ghoſt, forgiue theſe our untimely Teavres, 
By which our louing Minde, though weake, appeares,, 
Our Loſſe not Thine (when wee complaine) wee weepe, 
For thee the glittring Walles of Heauen doe keepe, 
Beyond the Plan ets Wheeles,aboue that Source 
of Spheares, that turnes the lower in its Courſe, 
VrYhere Sunne doth newer (et, nor vgly Night 
Euer appeares in mourning Garments dight: 
Y Vhere Borcas ftormie Trumpet doth not ſound, | 
Nor Cloudes in Lightnings buriting, Minds aitound. 
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From Cares cold Climares farre, and hote Delire, 
Y Vhere Time #& baniſhd, Ages nere exſpire : 
CAmoneſt pure Sprights enuironed with Beames, 
T hou th:nk'ſt all things below to bee but Dreames, 
And joy ſt to looke downe to the azurd Barres 

of Heaucn,zndented all with ſtreaming Starres; 
nd in their turning Temples to behold, 


1n ſiluer Robe the Moone, the Sunne in Gold, 


Like young Eye.ſpeaking Louers in a Dance, 
VYith Majeitie by Turnes retire, aduance, 
Thou wondreſt Earth to ſee hang like a Ball, 
Cloſ'd in the gaftly Cloyſter of this All : 
And that poore Men ſhould proue ſo madly fond, 
To toſſe themſelues for a ſmall Foot of Ground. 
Nay, that they euen dare brane the Powers abou, 
From this baſe Stage of Change, that cannot moue. 
All worldly Pompe and Prid: thou ſeeſt ariſe 
Like Smoake, that ſcattreth in the emptie Skies. 
Other Hilles and Forreſts, other ſumptuous Towres, 
Amazd thou find", excelling our poore Bowres, 
Courts wvoyae of Flatterie, of Malice Mindes, 
Pleaſure which la#ts, not ſuch as Reaſon blindes-: 
Farre ſweeter Sonzs thou hear ſt and Carrolines, 
Yr hilſt Heauens doe dance, and Quire of Angells ſings, 
Thain moldie Mindes could faine, euen our Annoy 
(If it approach that Place) is chang 'd in loy. 

Rejt bleſſed Spright, reſt ſaciate with the Sight 
of hm, whoſe Beames both dazell and delizht, 
Life of all Lines, Cauſe of each other Cauſe, 
The Spheare, and Center,where the Minde doth panſe: 
Narciſſus of himelfe, _— the Well, 
Loucr, and Beautie,thas doth all excell, 


af 


THE SECOND PART, 


Reft happie Ghoſt, and wonder in that Glaſle, 
FF here ſcene is all that ſhall be, is,or was, 

F Vhile ſhall be, is, or was doe paſſe away, 
And nought remaine but an Eternall Day. 

For ener reſt, thy my Fame may enroule 

In golden Annalles, whilſt about the Pole 

The ſlow Bootes turnes, or Sunne doth riſe 
VVith sharlet Scarfe, to cheare the _— Skies: 
The Virgines to thy Tombe may Garlands veare 
of Flowres, and on each Flowre let fall aTeare. 
Mcoeliades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From Thuly to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore, 


The 


SY ONNET. 


A — 


A Paſſing Glance, a Lightning long the Skies 
That vſhiring Thunder dies ſtraight to our Sight, 
A Sparke, of Contraries which doth ariſe, 


Then drownes in the huge Depthes of Day and Night: 


Is this ſmall-Small call'd Zife, held in ſuch Price 
Of blinded Wights, who nothing judge aright, 
Of Parthian Shaft ſo ſwift is not the Flight 
As Life, that waſtes it ſelfe, and living dies. 
O! what is humane Greatneſſe, Valour, Wit? 
What fading Beautie, Riches, Honour, Praiſe? 

To what doth ſerue in golden Thrones to fit, 
Thrall Earths vaſte Round, triumphall Arches raiſc? 
All is a Dreame,lcarne in this Princes Fall, 

In whome (faue Death) nought mortall was at all. 
Z 


of 
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Of I nr, 
Or Porphyrie, 
Or that white Stone_ 
Parxos affordes alone, 
Or thoſe in Azure Dye_, 
Which ſeeme to ſcorne the Skie, 
Here Mz mp 1s Wonders doe not ſct, 
Nor ARTEMISIAS Hhudzgze Frame, 
That keepes ſo long her Lovsxs Name, 
Make no great Marble Atlas tremble with Gold, 
To pleaſe a wulzare EY E that doth behold: 
The Muſes, Phoebus, Lov x hae raiſed of their Teares 
A chry#fall Tombe to Him,through which his Worth appeares. 
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VRANIA, 
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Spirituall Poems, 


VRANIA. 
OR 


 Spirituall Poems. 
i ENG Chariots, Statues, Crownes of Bayes, 


Skie- threatning Arches, the Rewards of Worth, 
Wotkes heauenly wiſe in ſweet harmonious Layes, 
WhichSprights divine vnto the World ſct forth: 
States, which ambitious Mindes with Blood doe raiſe 
From frozen Tanais to Sunne-gilded Garge, 
Giganticke Frames held Wonders rarely ſtrange, 
Like Spiders Webbes,are made the Sport of Dayes. 
All only conſtant is in conſtant Change, 
What done is, is vadone, and when vndone, 
Into ſome other Faſhion doth it range: 
Thus goes the floting World beneath the Moore, 
here for (my Minde).aboue Time, Motion, Place, 
Thee railc, and Steps vaknowne to Nature Trace. 


”"T*Oo long I follow'd haue my fond Deſire, 

And too long painted on the Ocean Streames: 
Too long Refreſhment ſought amidſt the Fire, 
And hunted Ioyes, which tro my Soule were Blames, 
Ah\ when I had what moſt I did admire, 
And ſeene of Lifes Delights the laſt Extreames, 
I found all but a Roſe hedg'd with a Bryer, 
A eggs, a Thought, a Show of mocking Dreames. 
Hencefoorth on thee mine ozly Good II thinke, 
For only thou canſt grant what I doe craue, 
Thy Naile my Penne ſhall bee, thy Blood mine Inke, 
Thy Winding-ſheet my Paper, Studie Graue, 

And till that Soule forth of this Bodie flie, 

No Hope Ill haue but only onelie Thee, " 

©) 


THE SECOND PART. 


5G, 

TO ſpreade the azure Canopie of Heauen, 

And make jt twinckle all with Spanges of Gold, 
To place this pondrous Globeof Earth fo euen, 
That it ſhouldall, and nought ſhould it vphold: 
To giue ſtrange Motions to the Planets ſeuen, 
And Toue to make ſo meeke, and Mars ſo bold, 
To temper what is moiſt, drie, hote,and cold, 
Of all their Tarres that ſweet Accords are given, 
Lox », to thy Wit is nought, nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhouldſt (hy Glorie laid aſide) 
Come baſely in Mortalitie to bide, 
And die for them deſeru'd eternall Plight, 

A Wonder is, ſo farre aboue our Wit, 

That Crecls ſtand amaz'd to thinke on it, 


Oh 

(Come forth, come forth, yee bleſt triumphing Bandy, 

Faire Citizens of that immortall Towne: 
Come ſee that King, who all this 4/l commands, 
Now (ouercharg'd with Loue)die for his owne. 
Looke on thoſe Nailes which pierce his Feete and Hands, 
What a ſtrange Diademe his Browes doth crowne? 
Beholde his pallide Face, his Eyes which ſowne, 
And whata Throng of Thieues him mocking ſtands: 
Come forth yee Empyrean Troupes, come forth, 
Preſerue this ſacred Blood, which Earth adornes, 
Gather thoſe liquide Roſes fromhis Thornes, - 
O !to bee loſt they bee of too much Worth: * (charmes, 


For Streames, Tuice,Baulme, they are,which quench, killes, 


Of God,Death,Hell.the Wrath, the Life,the Harmes, 
| oule 
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Qoalewhich to Hell waſt thrall, 
Hee, hee for thine Offence 

Did ſuffer Death, who conld not die at all: 

O ſourraigne Excellence, 

O Life of all that lines, 

Eternall Bountie, which all Goodneſſe eines, 

How could Death mount ſo hie? 

No Wit this Point can reach, 

Faith onely doth ws teach, 

For vs hee died, at all who conld not dhe, 


Fen 


JE with ſuch paſſing Beautic, choiſe Delights, 
The Architect of this great Round did frame 


This Pallace viſible,which World we name? 


(Yet fillie Manſion but of mortall Wights) 

How many Wonders? what amazing Lights, 

Muſt that triumphing Seate of Glorie claime? 

Which doth tranſcend all thisgreat 4//s high Hights, 

Of whoſe bright Suzne ours heere is but a Beame? 

O bleſt Abode! o happie dwelling Place! 

Where viſiblic th Inuifible doth raigne, 

Bleſt People, who doe ſce true Beautres Face, 

With whoſe darke Shadowes Hee but Earth doth daigne, 
All Toy is but Annoy, all Concord Strife, 


Match'd with your cndleſle Bliſſe, and happie Life. 
Lone 
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Oue which « heere, a Care 
That Wit and Will doth marre, 
pncertaine Truce, and a moſt certaine Warre, 
A ſhrill tempeftuous Winde, 
VVhich doth difturbe the Minat, 
And like wilde Waues our Deſfignes all commone: 
Among thoſe Sprights aboue 
VV hich ſee their Makers Face, 
It a Contentment i, 4 quiet Peace, 
A Pleaſure woide of Griefe, a conflant Ret, 
Eternall Toy, which nothing can mole#t, 


a> 
oy 


VV Ht hapleſſe Hap had I now to bee borne, 
In theſe vnhappie Times, and dying Dayes, 
Ot this elſe-doating World? when Good decayes, 
Loue is quench'd forth, and Yertue held a Scorne. 
When ſuch are onely priz'd, by wretched Wayes 
Who- with a golden Fleece them can adorne, . 
When Auarice, and Luſt, are countcd Praiſe, 
And noble Mindes line 0rphane.like forlorne. 
Why was not I into that golden Age, 
When Gold yet was not knowne? and thoſe blacke Artes, 
By which baſe Mortalles vildely play their Parts, 
And ſtaine with horride Adtes Earths ſtately Stage? 
Then to haue beene, Heauen, it had beence my Bliſle, 


But bicſle mee now, and take mee ſoone from this. 
| S 4 : Thriſe 
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SY 
| 8 Hriſe happie hee, who by ſome ſhadie Groue 
Farre from the clamarous World doth liuc his owne, 
Though ſolitare, yet who is not alone, 
But doth conuerle with that Erernall Lowe. 
\. O how more ſweet is Birds harmonious Mone, 
Or the ſoft Sobbings of the widow'd Doue? 
Than thoſe ſmoothe Whilp'rings neare a Princes Throne, 
Which Good make doubtfull, doe the Euill approuc. 
O how more ſweet is Zephyres wholeſome Breath, 
And Sighs perfum'd, which doe the Flowres vnfold, 
Than that Applauſe vaine Honour doth bequeath? 
How ſweete are Streames to Poyſon drunke in Gold ? 
The Worldis full of Horrours, Falſhoods, Slights, 
Woods filent Shades haue only truc Delights. 


8 


A VAVGL Worldlings)doe ye truft fraile Honours Dreames* 
Andleane to guilded Glories which decay? 
Why doe yee toyle to regiſtrate your Names 
In ycie Columnes, which ſoone melt away * 
True Honoxr is not here, that Place it claimes, 
Where blacke-brow'd Night doth not exile the Day, 
Nor no farre-ſhining Lampe diues in the Sea, * 
» Bur an eternall Sunne ſpreades laſting Beames. 
There it attendeth you, where ſpotleſſe Bands 
Of Sprights,ſtand gazing on their ſoueraigne Bliſſe, 
Where Yeeres not hold it in their cankring Hands, 
But who once noble cuer noble is: 
Looke home, leſt he your weakned Wit make thrall, 
Who Zdens fooliſh Gard'ner earſt made fall, 
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Strea in this Time 

Now doth not line,but is fled vp to Heauen, 
or if ſhee line, it is not without Crime 

That ſhee doth wſe her Power, 

And ſhee is no more Vireine, but a Whonre, 
Whonre proſtitute for Gold: 

For ſhee doth neuer holde her Ballante enen, 
And when her Sword ts rolld, 

The Bad, Injurious, Falſe, ſhee not orcthrowes, 
But on the Innocent lets fall her Blowes, 


BY 


WAVES ſerues it to bee good? Goodneſſe by thee 
The Holy-wiſe is thought a Foole to bee, 

For thee the Man to Temperance inclin'de, 

Is held but of abaſe and abje& Minde, , 

TheContinent is thought for thee but told, 

Who yet was good, that euer died old? 

The pittifull who others feares to kill, 

Is kill'd himſelfe, and Goodzeſſe doth him ill : 

The mecke and humble Man who cannot brave, 

By thee is to ſoine Giants Brood made Slaue, _ 

Poore Goodneſſe, thine thou to ſuch Wrongs ſett'it rorth, . 
hat © ! I feare mee, thou. art nothing worth: | 
And when I looke to Earth, and not to Heaney, 
Ere I were turned Doue, I would bee Rauen, 


M Great 
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Reat G OD whom wee with humble Thouzhts adore, 

Eternall, infinite, almightie King, 
Whoſe Pallace Heauen tranſcends, w e Throne before 
Archangells ſerue, and Scraphins doe ſing: 
of Nought who wrought all that with wondring Eyes 
Y Yee doe behold within this oy Round, 
VV ho mak'ſt the Rockes to rocke,and ſtand the Skies, 
At whoſe Command the horride Thunders ſound: 
Ah! ſpare vs Wormes, weigh not how wee (alas) 
Euill to our Selues, againſt thy Lawes rebell, 
FF aſh off thoſe Spots, which ſtill in Conſcience Glaſſe 
(Though wee bee loth to looke) wee ſee too well, 
Deſerud Reuenze, 0 doe not, doe not take, 
If thou reuenze, what ſhall abide thy Blow? 
Paſſe ſhall this World, ths World which thou didſt make, 
FP hich ſhould not periſh till thy Trumpet blow. 
For who & hee whom Parents Sinne not ſtaines ? 
Or with his owne Offence « not defil dt 
Thowgh Tuſtice Raine threaten, Tuſtice Raines 
Let Mercie hold, and bee both juſt and milde. 

Leſſe are our Faults farre farre thaw s thy Lout, 
O | what can better ſeeme thy Pow'r dinine? 
Than thoſe who Euill deſerue thy Goodneſſe proue? 
And where thou thunder ſhouldſt there faire to ſhine? 
Then looke,and pittie, pittying forgiue 
Fs eniltie Slaues, or Seruants, at thy Wil, 
Slaues, if (alas) thou look ſt how wee doe line, 
Or doing nouzht at all, or doing il: 


Of an 


THE SE COND PART. 


Of an vneratefull Minde a fonle Effet, 
But if thy Gifts, which largely heretofore 
T hou haſt vpon vs powrd, thou doeſt reſpect? 
Vee bee thy Seruants,nay,than Scruants more, 
Thy Children, yes, and Childrcn dearly bought, 
But what flrange Chance vs of this Lot bereaues? 
Vile Rebells,0' how n_ are wee brought? | 
V Y hom Grace made Children, Sinne hath new mad Slaues: 
Srnne Slaues hath made, but let thy Grace Sinne thrall, | 
That in our Wrones thy mercie may appeare, 
Thy Wiſdome not ſo weake is, Pow'r ſo (mall, 
But thouſand Wayes they can make Men thee feare. 

O Wiſdome bound-leſſe! admirable Grate, 
Grace, Wiſdome, which doe dazell Reaſons Eyc, | 
© 41d could Heauens King bring from his placeleſſe Placty 
G-: this infamous Stage of Woe, to dic: 
T : die our Death, and with the ſacred Streame 
Of "loud, and Water, guſhing from hu Side, 
To e.cpiate that Sinne, and deadly Blame, 
Contrined firſt by our Firſt Parents Pride: 
Thus thy great Loue, and Pittie, heauenly King, 
Lone, Pitite, —_ w?ll our Lofſe prenents, 
Could enen of Euill it ſ*Ife all Goodneſſe bring, 
And ſad Beginnings cheare with glad Euents. 
O Loue, and Pittie .ill knowne of th:{+ Times, 
O Loue and Pittie| carefull of our Bliſſe, 
O Goodneſſe | with the hainous Adtes and Crimes 
of thu blacke Age,that almo#t wvanquiſh'd «. 
Make this exceſiine ardonr of thy Loue, 
So warme our Coldneſſe, ſo our Lines renew, 
That wee from Sinne, Sinne may from vs remont, 
Wit may our Will, Faith may our Wit ſubdue, 
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Let thy pure Loue burne vp all mortall Luſt, 
T hat Band of 1lls which thralles our better Part, 
And fondly makes vs worſhip fleſhly Duſt, 
In ſtead of Thee in Temple of our Heart. 
Grant, when at laſt the Spright ſhall leaue this Tombe, 
Thu loathſome Shop of Sinne, aud Manſjon blinde, 
And (calld) before thy Royall Seat doth come, 
It may 4 Sauiour,zot a Indge,thee finde, 


THE SECOND PART, 


To the Author. 


T He ſiſter Nymphes who haunt the Theſp1an Springs, 
Ne're did their Gifts more liberally bequeath 
To them who on their Hills ſuck'd ſacred Breath, 
Than vnto thee, by which thou ſweetly ſings. 
Nee did Apollo raiſe on Pegaſe Wings | 
A Muſe more neare himſelte, more farre from Earth, 
Than thine, if Shee doe weepe thy Ladics Death, 
Or fing thoſe ſweet-ſowre Panges which Paſon brings. 
To write our Thoughts in Verſe doth merite Praile, 
But thoſe our Verſe to gild in Fidions Ore, 
Bright, rich, delightfull, doth deſerue much more, 
As thou haſt done theſe thy delicious Layes: 
Thy Muſes Mornine(doubtleſle) doth bewray | 
The neare Approach of a more gliſtring Day. 


D. Murray. 
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MADRIGALLS, 
Epigrammes. 
BY WW. D. 


MADRIGA SS. 
AND 


E PIGRAMME ES. 


TheStatueof Mepysa, 
F that Mz pvsa ftranec, 
Who thoſe that did her ſee in Rockes did change, 


None Image carwd is this, 
Mzpvsas ſelfe it is, 
For whilſt at Heat of Day, 
To quench her Thirſt Shee by this Spring did ſtay, 
Her curling Snakes beholding in this Glaſſe, 
Life did Her leaue, and thus transform'd Shee was. 


The Tr0jane Horſe. 


A Horſe I am, whom Bit, 
Raine, Rod, nor Spurre,not feare; 
VVhen I my Riders beare, | 
V Vithin my Wombe, not on my Backe they ſit : 
No Streames I drinke, nor care for Graſſe, nor Corne, 
Arte mee a Moniter wrought, | 
All Natures Workes to ſcorne: , 
A Mother, I was without Mother borne, 
In End all arm'd my Father I forth brought: 
VV hat thouſand Ships, and Champions of Renowne, 
Could not doe free, 1 captine raz'd a Towne, | 
 ALouers 


MADRIGALS. 
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- + A Lovers Heauen. 
"THoſe Starres, nay Sunnes, which turne 
| > 50 ſtately in their Spheares, 
And daz ling doe wot burne, 
The betutie of the Motrie © 
VV hich on thoſe Cheekes appeares, 
The Harmonte which to that Voyce & ginen, 
eMake mee thinke yee are Heanen?: 


Tf Heauen yee bee? o:that by pow'rfull Charmes 


1 Atlas were, to holde you in mine Armes! 


Deepe Impreffion of Loue, 

\V; f Hom raging Dog doth bite, 
Hee Woth in Water ſtill 

That Cerberus Image ſee, | 
Loue Mad (perhaps) when he my Heart did ſmite, 
(More to diſſemble 1!l) 
Transform'd himfelfe jw thee, 
For ener ſince thou preſent art to mee: 
Ng Spring there is, no Floud, nor other Place, 
Where I (alas) not ſee thy heauenly Face. 


Tac Pourtrait of Mans and Vznvs. 

| Parnos wanton Queene, 

Not drawne in White and Red, 
Ts truely heere, as when in Vv.cans Bed 
She was of all Heauens laughing Senate ſeene: 
Gaze on her Haire, and Eine, 
Her Browes, the Bowes of Loue, 
Her backe with Lillies ſpred: p 
And yee ſhould ſee her turne, and ſmeetly monte, 
But that Shee neither ſo will doe, nor darre, 
For feare to wake the angrie God of Warre. 


lIoras 


MADRIGA LS. 
ISias Epitaph. 

Ere deare lolas lies, 

Who whilſt hee liu'd in Beautie did ſurpaſſe 
That Boy, whoſe heauenly Eyes 
Brought Cypris from dar 
Or him till Death who look d in watrie Glaſſe, 
Eucn Indze the God of Lone : 
And if the Nymphe once held of him ſo deare, 
Dorine the faire, would heere but ſhed one Teare, 
Thou ſhouldſt (in Natures Scorne) 
A purple Flowre ſee of this Marble borne. 


Vpon the Death of a Linxzr, 

]F cruel! Death had Fares, 
Or could bee pleaſ'd by Songs? 

This wing'd Muſician lin'd Led many yeares, 
1nd Chloris mine had ntuer wept theſe Wrongs * 
Foxy when it firi# tooke Breath, | vo, : 
The Heauens their Notes did wnto it bequeath: 
And (if that Samians ſentence bee found true) 
Amphion #n this Body liu'd of new: ..'.* . 
But Death, for that hee nothing ſpares, nought hearts, 
As hee doth Kings ,jt kill'd, 0 Griefe | 0 Teares : 


Arcoxs  Kiſle. 

AV Hat others at their Eare Ha 

T wo- Pearles Camilla at her Noſe did weart, . 
Which Alcon who nought [*v 
(For Lone i blinde) robb'd with a prettie Kifſe, > \ 
But hauing knowne his Miſſe, . - 1,2. 53 fr 
And felt what Ore. hee from. that Mine did draw, 
When ſhee to charge agame him did deſire, 
Hee fled, and ſaid, foule Water quenched Fre, 

COIDROTT > MF-IEN! | REARVSE. 
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Icarys, 

VV 77 with audacious Wings 

I ſprang thoſe airie Wayes, 
And filld (a Moniter new) brew Dread and Feares, 
T he feathred People, and their Eagle Kings: 
Dazeld with Phoebus Rayes, 
And charmed with the Muſicke of the Spheares, 
FYVhen Pennes could mone no more, and Force uid faile, 
1 meaſur d by a Fall theſe loftie Bounds, 
Tet doth Renowne my Loſſes connteruaile, 
For ſtill the Shore my brane Attempt reſounds: 
A Sea, an Element aoth beare my Name, 
VF ho hath ſo vaſte a Tombe in Place, or Fame * 


EE m—_— 
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: = Chetries, 
My Wanton, weepe n0 more 
The loſing of your Cherries, 
Thoſe, and farre ſweeter Berries, 
Your Siſter in good ſtore 
Hath, ſpred. on Lips,and Face: 
Be glad, kiſſe but with me, and hold your peace. 


Of TravymanT 14,beholding her ſelfe in a Marbles 


Orld, wonder not that I 

Engraue thus in my Breſt 

This Anzell Face, which mee bereaues of Reſts 
Since things euen wanting Senſe, cannot denie 
To lodge ſo deare a Gueſt, 

And thi hard Marble Stone 

Receines the ſame, and lones, but cannot grone. 


Loue 
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Loue ſuffereth no Paraſol. 


* Hoſe Eyes, deare Eyes, bee Spheares, 
V Vhere two brieht Sunnes are roll d, 


That faire Hand to behold, 

of whiteſt Snowe appeares: 

Then while yee coyhie ſtand, 

To hide from mee thiſe Eyes, 

Sweet, I would you aduife 

To chooſe ſome other Fanne than that white Hand : 
For if yee doe, for Trueth moſt true thu know, 

That Sunnes ere long muſt needes conſume warme Snow. 


L— 
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Sleeping Beautie. 


O Sight ! too dearely bought, 
Shee ſleepes, and though thoſe Eyes, 
Y Vhich lighten Cupids Skies, 
Bee cloſ 'd, yet ſuch a Grace 
Enuironeth that Place, 
That 1 through Wonder to grow faint am brought : 
Sunnes, if ecclipſ*d yee haue ſuch Power dinine * 
O! how can I endure you when yee ſhine? 


Un 


The qualitie of a Kilſle. 
y þ He Kiſſe with ſs much Strife, 
Ly hich 1 late got (ſweet Heart) 
VV as it a Signe of Death, or was it Life? 
Of Life it could not bee, 
For I by it did ſigh my Soule in thee, 
Nor was it Death, Death doth no Toy impart: 
Thon ſilent fland'ft, ah! what thou didſt bequeath, 
To mee 4 dying Life was, lining Death. 


N 3 Of Pn1uus 
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Of Partiils. 
N Peticote of Greene, 
Her Haire about her Eine, 
Phillis beneath an Oake 
Sate milking her faire Flocke: | 
Among that ſtrained Moyiture (rare Delight!) 
Her Hand ſeem'd Milke in Milke,it was ſo white, 


Kifles delared. 
"TT Hough I with ſtrange Deſire 
To kiſſe thoſe roſie Lips am ſet on Fire, 

Yet will I ceaſe to craue 
Sweet Touches in ſuch ſtore, | 
As hee who long before 

om Lesbia them-in thonſands did receaut; 

Heart mine, but once mee kiſſe, 

And I by that ſweet Bliſſe 
Enen ſweare t0 ceaſe you 10 importune more, 
Poore one no Number ts: 
An other Word of mee yee ſhall not heare, 
After one Kiſſe, but ſtill one Kiſſe, my Deare. 


| Of Dawutras-. | 
JI Annras dream'd he ſaw his Wife at Sport, 
nd found that ſight was through the hornie Port. 


The Canon. 
V Hen firſt the Canon from her gaping Thyrote, 
Againſt the Heanen her roaring Sulphure ſhote, 
loue wak'ned with the Noyce,and askd with Wonder, 
V Vhat mortall Wight Lad flollen from him hu Thunder, + 
His chriſtall Towres hee fear d, but Fire, and Aire, 
So deepe, did ſtay the Ball from mounting there. 


ApELLES 


MADRIGALS, 


ArezLLies enamour'd of Camrases, 
ALEXANDERS Miſtreſſc. | "2M ? 
Oore Painter, whilſt I ſought | 
To connterfaite by Arte 
The faireſt Frame that Nature eater wronzht, 
And hauing limmi'd each Part 
Except her matchleſſe Eyes : 
Scarce on thoſe Twinnes I gaz'd, 
As Lightning falles from Skies, | 
When ſtraight my Hand benumm'd was, Mind amaz'd: 
And ere that Pincell halfe them had expreſt, 
Loue all had drawne, no, grauen within my Breſt. 


CamMPaAsSPE., 


O” Starres ſhall 1 exclame, 
V Vhich thus my Fortune change? 
Or ſhall 7 elſe reuenge 
V pon my ſelfe this ſhame? 
Vnconitant Monarch, or ſhall I thee blame? 
Who letſt Avis proue 
The (weet Delights of Alexanders Lowe; 
No, Starres, my ſelfe, and thee, ] all forgine, 
And joye that thus IT line:.. | 
Kings know not Beantie, hence mine was deſpiſ d, 
The Painter did, and mee hee dearly prizd, | 


Vnpleaſant Muſicke, 
| bo Fields Ribaldo ſtray, 
Mayes Tape#trie to ſee, 
And hearing on a Tree 
A Cuckooe fine, hee ſigh, and ſoftly ſaid, 
Loe, how (alas) enen Birds ſit. mocking mee, 


4 A eſt 


MADRIGATLS. 


A leſt, 
N 4 moſt holy Church,a holy Man, 
Vnto 4 holy Saint, with Viſage wan, 
And Eyes like Fountaines, mumbled forth a Prayer, 
And with ſirange Words, and Sighes, made Hacke the Aire: 
And hauing long ſo ſlay'd, and long long pray d, 
A thouſand Croſſes on himſelfe hee lay'd, | 
Then with ſome ſacred Beads hung on his Arme, 
Hs Eyes, his Mouth, Breſt, Temples did hee charms. 
Thus not content (ſtrange warſbip hath none End) 
To kiſſe the Earth at laſt hee did pretend, 
And bowing downe; beſought with humble Grace 
An aged Woman neare to gine (ome Place : 
Shee turn'd, and turning vp her Pole beneath, 
Said, Sir, kiſſe heere, for it i all but Earth. 


 — ——_——_—_—_—_ 


NARCISSVS. 


| Xarvms cannot quench my Flames ah! in this Well 
I burne, not drowne, for what I cannot tell. 


—— 


To Travxantla linging. 
S it not t00 too much | 
Thou late wo 70 mee prone, 
A Baliliske of Lone? 
And didſt my Wits bewitch: 
Fnleſſe (to cauſe more Harme) 
eMade Syrene too thou with thy Voyce mee charme? 
Ah! though thou ſo my Reaſon didſt controule, 
That to thy Lookes I conld not proue a Mole: 
Tet doe mee not that Wrong, 
As not to let mee turne Aſpe to thy Song, 
f\oT / Of her 


MADRIGALS. 


Of her Dog, 


V Hen hey deare Boſome clips 
Thatlitle Curre,which faunes to ronch her Lips, 
Or when it ts his Hap 
To lie lappd in her Lap, 
O ! it erowes Noone with mee, ' 
With hotter. pointed Beames 
My burning Planet ſtreames, 
VV hat Rayes were earſt, in Lightnines changed bee: 
V hen oft I muſe, how I to thoſe Extreames | 
Am brought, I finde no Cauſe, except that ſhee 
In Lones bright Lodiacke having tracd each Roome, 
To fatall Syrius now at laſt is come. 


—_———— 
_— 


—_ —__ 


A Kiſle, | : 
H Arke happie Loners, harke, | 
Thu firſt and laſt of Toyes, 
Thu Sweetner of Annoyes, 
Thy Neftare of the Gods, 
Tee call a Kiſſe, is with it ſelfe as ods: 
And halfe ſo ſweet us not 
In equall Meaſure got, 
At Lizht of Sunne, as it « in the Darke, 
Harke , happie Lowers , harke. 


Cornucopia, 

]F for one only Horne 

Which Nature to him gant, 
So famous ts the noble Vnicorne? 
What Praiſe ſhould that Man hane, 
Whoſe Head 4 Ladie braue 
Deth witha goodlie Paire at once adorne © | 

| O Of AwIntas, 


MA-D-RIGALS. 


——_ 


.. 


Of Am LNTAS.' 


Ver a chrifall Source 

Amintas /ayde his Face, 
Of popling -Streames to ſee the rettleſſe Courſe: 
But ſcarce hee had o'reſhadowed the Place, 
When (ſpying in the Ground a Childe ariſe, 
Like to himſclfe in Stature, Face, aud Eyes) 
Hee roſe o'rejoy'd, and cried, 
Deare Mates a are ſee whom 1 hane deſcried, 
The Boy of whom ſtrauge Stories Shepheards tell 
(Oft- called Hylas) dwelth in this Well, © 


PaneniLys 


Ome, Ladies wed, ſome loue, and ſome adore them, 
I like their wanton Sport, oy care not for them, 


Vpon a Glafle. 

J* thou wouldſt ſee Threedes purer than. the Gold, 

Y Yhere —_ his Wealth doth ſhow? 
But take this Glaſſe, and thy faire Haire behold: 
If Whiteneſſe thou wouldſt ſee more white than Snow, 
And reade on Wonders Booke ? 
T ake but this Glaſſe, aud 06 thy \ \ Forehead looke: 
Y Vouldſt thou in Winter ſee a crimſt 7 Roſe, 
P Vhoſe Thornes doe hurt each Heart? 
Looke but in Glaſſe how thy fweet Lips doe claſe:. 
Wonuldſt thou ſee Planets which all, Good. impart, 
Or Meteores dinine? 
But take this Glaſſe, and gaze wpon thine Eine: 
No, Planets, Roſe, Snow, Gold, cannot compare 
With Jon, deare Eyes, Lips,Browes, ae 4 amber Hairt. = 


MADRIGATLS. 


S an audacious Knight 
Come with ſome Foe 10 fight, 
His Sword doth brandiſh, makes his Armonr ring: 
So this prowde Bee (at home (perhaps) a King) 
Did buzzing flie about, 
And (Tyrant) after thy faire Lip did fling: 
O Champion ſtrange as ſtont | 
Who haſt by Nature found, 
Sharpe Armes, and Trumpet ſhrill, to ſound, and wound, 


_—_— 


Of that ſame, 

Doe not kill that Bee 

That thus hath wounded thee, 
(Sweet) it was no Deſpight, 
But Hue did him deceaut : 
For when thy Lips did cloſe, 
Hee deemed them a Roſe, 
What wouldſt thou further crane? | 
Hee wanting Wit, and blinded with Delight, p | 
Would faine haue kiſſ*d, but Mad with Ioy did bite, © | 


Of a Kiſle. 
Aft ! of that cruell Bee 
Thy Lips haue ſuckt too much: 
For when they mine did touch, | 
I found tha; both they hurt, and ſweetned, mee: 
This by the Sting they haue, 
Ana that they of the Honey doe receaue: 
Deare Kiſſe, elſe by what Arte | 
Coulaſt thoy at once both pleaſe and wound my Heart? 
C4 | ToroN 


w» 


tl. 


MADRIGAHTL-S, 


Ipmon toVenys. 
F (Acidalias Qnecne) 
F hou quench in mee thy Torch, 
And with the ſame Thaumantias Heart ſhalt ſcorch, 
Each Yeere a Mirtle Tree R 
Heere I doe wow to conſecrate to thee: 
And when the Meads grow greenc, 


T will of ſweeteſt Flowrs 
Weaue thouſand Garlands, to adorne thy Bowrs, 


| A Louers Plaint, 

| bal midſt of ſilent Night, 

Yrhen Men, Birds, Beaits, doe reſt, 
VVith Lone, and Feare poſſcſt | | Eo 
To Heauen, and Flore, I count my heanie Plight. 
Azaine with roſeate Wings | 
When Morne peepes forth, and Philomela ſings, 
Then Yoydc of all Reliefe, 
Doe I renew my Griefe: _ . | 
Day fo!lowes Night, Night Day, whz/f fill 7 prone 
T "14 —_ fs Geaft, Elore an + La ay : 


His Fircbrand. 

| Boner Page that flender Torch,” © 
And in thu gloomie Night 

Let ouly ſhine the Light 
of Loucs hote Brandon, which my Heart doth ſcorch: 
A Sieh, or Blaſt of Wind, '. © | 
My Teares, or Droppes of Raine, 
May that at once make blinde; 
Y Yhilft this like Ana burning fhall remaine. 


Darunis 


MADRIGALS. 


Daynnis Vow. 


WV Swunne doth bring the Day 
| From the Heſperian Sea, 


Or Moone her Coach doth yolle 
eAboue the Northerne Pole, 

V yhen Serpents can not hifſe, 

And Loners ſhall not kiſſe : 

T hen may it be, but in no time till then, 
That Daphnis can forget his Orienne. 


| Of Nis. 
N Ifa Palemons Wife him weeping told, 
Hee kept not Grammer Rules, now bceing old: 
For why(quoth ſhee) Pofition falſe make yee, 
Putting a [hort thing where a long ſhould bee. 


Beauties Idea. 

WV. would Perfettions faire Idea ſee, 

Let him come looke on Chloris ſweet with mee, 
White is her Haire, her Teeth white, white her Skinne, 
Blacke bee her Eyes, her Eye-browes,Cupids Inne: 
Hey Lockes, her Body, Hands, doe long appeare, 
But Tech ſhort, Bellie ſhort, ſhort either Eare; 
The Space twixt Shoulders, Eyes , is wide, Browes wide, 
Straite Waſte, the Month ſtraite, and her wvirgine Pride: 
Thicke are her Lips,T highs, with Bauckes ſwelling there, 
Her Noſe is ſmall, ſmall Fingers, and her Haire, 
Her ſugred Mouth, her Cheekes, her Nailes,bee ved, 
Litle her Foot, Pap litle, and her Hed. 

Such Venus was, fuch was the Flame of Troy, 


_ Such Chloris is, my Hope, and only 1oy. 
O 3 Crarons 


MADRIGALS. 


| Cxrarons Death, 
A Mid? the Wants profound, 
Farre farre from all Reliefe, 
The honeſt Fiſher Craton, ah! is drownd 
Into his litle Skife: 
The Boords of which did ſerue him for a Beare, 
So that to the blacke World when hee care neare, 
of him no Waftaze greedie Charon got, 
For hee in his owne Boat 
Did paſſe that Floud, by which the Gods doe fwrave. 


ARMELINS Epitaph, 


N-£-* to this Eglantine 
Encloſed lies the milke-white Armcline: 
Once Chloris onlie Tye, 
Now onlie her annoy; 
Who enuied was of the moit happie Swaines , 
T hat keepe their Flocks in eAountaines, Dales, or Plaines : _ 
For oft thee: bare the wanton in her Arme, 
And oft her Bed, and Boſome did he warme : 
Now when wnkindlie Fates did him deſtroy, 


" Bleſt Dog he had the Grace, 


With Teares for him. that Chloris wet her Face, 


——— 


The Statue of Vexvs fleeping. 


Beck: wot my ſweet Repoſe 

Thou, whom free Will, or: Chance, brings to this Pace, 
Let Lids theſe Comets cloſe, 

O ave not ſecke to ſee their ſhining Grace : DET 
For when mine Eyes" thow ſeeft; they thine will blinae, 


And thou ſhalt parte; bus leaue thy Heart behinae. 
81 LiLLAS 


MADRIGALS, 
L1itzas Prayer, 
| rows if thou wilt once more 
That I to thee returne, 

(Sweete God) make me not burne 
For quiuering Age, that doth ſpent Dayes deplore: 
Nor doe not wound my Hart 
For ſome unconſtant Boy, 
Who toyes to lone, yet makes of Loue a Toy: 
But (ah) if 1 mus prooue thy golden Dart ? 
Of grace O let mee. finde 
A ſweet young Lower with an aged Mind, 
Thus Lilla pray'd, and Idas did rephe | 
(Who heard ) Deare haue thy wiſh, for ſuch am T. 

The vnkindnefle of :Roxa, 
VV frebine forth his Wrongs, 

In ſweet, though dolefull Songs, 

Alexis ſeekes to charme his Roras Eares, 
The Hills are heard to mone, | 
To ſigh each Spring appeares, "B BL-H 
T rees, enen heard Trees, through Rine diitill their Teares, 
And ſoft growes euery Stone: 
But T eares, Sighes, Songs, can wot faire Rora monte, 
Prowde of his Plaints ſhee glories in his Lone. 


AnTnta Gift, 
= Hu virgine Locke of Haire 
To Idmon Anthea gives, 
Idmon for whom ſhee liges, 
Though oft ſhee mixe his Hopes with cold Deſpaite: | 
This now, bt abſent if hee conflant prout, - i 
FVith Gift more deare ſhee vowes to meet his Lone, 


y way 


To 


MADRIGALS, 


i To TravaMantia. 


Ome, let vs line, and lone, n 

And kiſſe, Thaumantia mine, 
T ſhall the Elme bee, bee to mee the Vine, 
Come let vs teach new Billing to the Done : 
Nay, to augment our Bliſſe, , 
Let Soules cuen other kiſſe, 
Let Loue a Worke-man bee, 
Vnaoe, diſtemper, and his Cunning proue, 
of Kiſſes three make one, of one make three: 
Though Moone, Sunne, Starres, bee Bodies farre more brizhr, 
Let them not vauns they match vs in. Delight. 


| Epitaph. 
T7 deare(though not reſpetted) Earth doth bold 
: * One for his Worth, whoſe Tombe ſhould bee of Gold, 


': &F 7 TOP 


Vech Lida is that who Her ſqes 

Through Enuie, or through Lout ſtraight dies. 
- A Wiſh, 

T2 f*ge to mizhtie Toue 

' ® The Thunder.bolts about, 

Noy on this Round below 

Rich Midas Skill to know, 

And make all Gold I touch, 

1 doe not craue, nor other Cunning ow ; 

For all thoſe Artes bee underneath the Skit, 

1 wiſh but Phillis Lapidere to bee. | 


A Loners 


MADRIGA'L'S. 


A Louers Day and Night, 

B### Meteore of Day, 
For mee in Thetis Bowres for ener ſlaye: 

Night, to this flowrie Globe 
Ne're ſhow for mee thy ſtarre-embrodred Robe, 
My Night, my Day, doe not proceede from you, 
But hang on Miras Browe: 
For when ſhee lowres, attd hides from mee her Eyes, 
Midſt cleareſt Day 1 finde blacke Night ariſe, 
When ſmyling ſhee againe thoſe Twinnes doth turne, 
In midſt of Night 1 finde Noones Torch to burne, 


The Statue of Aponis. 
VV! Venus /ongſft that Plaine 


This Parian Adon ſaw, ; 
Shee ſieh'd, and faid, What Power breakes Deſtines Law, 

World mourned Boy, and makes thee liue againe ? 

Then with ftretcht Armes ſhee ran him to enfold: 

But when ſhee did behold 

The Bore, whoſe ſnowie T uskes did threaten Death, 

Feare cloſed vp her Breath: 

Who can but grant then that theſe Stones doe line, 

Sith thus bred Lone, and that a Wound did giue? 


CLoxvs to a Groue. 
Q# Oake, and you thicke Groue, 
I euer ſhall you loue, 
With theſe ſweet.ſmelling Briers, 
For Briers, Oake, Grout, yee crowned my Deſires, 
When underneath your Shade 
1 left my Woe, and Flore her Maidenhead, | | 
P A Coupler j 


MA/DRIIGAL S; 
bs A Couplet encomiaſticke. 
Oue, Cypris Phoebus, will feede, decke, and cromne, —* 
Thy Heart, Brower, Ferſe, with Flanies with Flowrs, Renowne, 
An other. 
=” Hy Muſe notable, full, il-Infred Rimes, 
Make thee the Poet\r Aſter of our Times. 
Tac Kon -.., 
Lowre, which of Anons Blood 
Spranz, when of that cleare Flood 
Which Venus wept, an other white was borne, 
The ſweet Cynarean' Tonth thou right doſt ſhow: * 
But this ſharpe-pointed Thorne, | 
Which doth ( ſo prowde) about thy Crimfin grow, 
What doth it repreſent * Eras Yar 
Boares Tuskes (perhaps) his ſnowie Flancke which rent: 
O Show of Showes ! of vnefteemed Worth, 
Which both what killd, and what was kill'd ſett'ft forth. 
To a Riuer. 6 ED 
g”” ſhee will not that 17 
Show to the World my Toy, 
T hou who oft mine Annoy | 
a heard (deare Flood) tell Thetis Nymphettes bright, 
That not a happier Wight 
Doth breath beneath the Skie: 
More ſweet, more white, more faire, 
Lips, Hands, and amber Haire, 
Tell none did ener touch; 
A ſmaller, daintier Wa#te 
Tell nener was embract: _ 


But Peace, ſith ſhee forbids thou tell'ſt too much. 


—_ 


Thais 


MADRTG'ATLES. 
Thais Metamorphole. 
Jy Briareus hudge 
Thais wiſh'd ſhee might change 
Her Man,and pray'd him herefore not to erudee, 
Nor fondly thinke it ſtrange: 
For if ( ſaid ſhee) 1 might the Parts diſpoſe, 
1 wiſh you not an hundreth Armes, nor Hands, 
But hundreth Things, like thoſe, | 
VVith which Priapus in our Garden ſtands. 


Vpon a Baye Tree, not long ſince growing in the 
Ruines of V1RG1Ls Tombe. 

T' 29 Stones which once had Truſt 

Of Maros ſacred Duſt, | 
Which now of their firſt Beautie ſpoylde are ſeent,, 
T hat they aue Let's wane," Oy nos 
Ingelorious and remaine, 
 Delian Tree (faire Natures only Plant) 
Now courtes, and ſhadowes with her Treſſes greene: | 
Sing I6 Pan, yee of. Phoebus Traine, OO 
Though Enuie, Auarice, Time, your Fombes throw downe, 
With Maiden Lawrells Nature will them crowne, 


- — ee 

Epitaph. ....-. 1... auld rt 
Hen Death thee hath beguild | k o 
AleQtos firſt borne Child? - 

Thou who didſt thrall all Lawes BB) EE 

Now againſt VWormes. canſk not maitaine thy Cauſe% \  \.. 

Tet Wormes (more iuſt than thou) now doe-noWrong,... 

Sith all doe wonder they thee ſþar d ſo long, 

For though from Life but lately thou didſt paſſe, 

Ten Springs are gone ſince thou pnens.s WAS. 

mn ns - ” 2 Fronas 


MADRIGALS; 


Fionas Flowre. 

Enus doth loue the Roſe, 

Apollo thoſe deare Flowrs 
Which were his Paramours, 
The Dneene of ſable Skies, 
The ſubtile Lunaries, 
But Flore likes none of thoſe, 
For faire to Her no Flowre ſeemes ſaue the Lillie: 
And why * becauſe one Letter turnes it P. 


— — — 


Meramyevs Epitaph, 
Af that a Dog could haue 
The good Melampus: had :- 
Nay, hee Jad "more than what in Beaſts wee crane, 
For hee could playe the Braue, 
And often like a Thraſo ſterne. goe Mad: 
And if yee had not ſcene, but heard him barke, 
Tee would haue ſworne bee was your, Pariſh Clarke. 


— th. 


W 8 Karitas Complaint. 
R Ala old -Mopfus Wife, 

Kala with faireſt Face, T7 
(For whom the Netghbour Swaines oft were at Strife) 
As ſhee to milke bh milke-white Flocke did tend, 
Sieh'd with a heauie Grace, | 
And ſaid, What Wretch like mee doth leade her Life? 
1 ſee not. how my Taske can. haue aji End: | 
All Day I draw theſe ſtreaming Duss in Fold, 
All Night mine emptie Husbands ſoft and cold. 

TO | Thehappineſſe 


? 2 


MADRIGALS. 


The Happinefle of a Flea. 


Ow Happier « that Flea 

Which in thy Breſt doth playe, 
Than that pied Butterflie y 
Which courtes the Flame, and in the ſame doth die? \ 
That hath a light Delight 
(Poore Foole) contented only with a Sight, 
When this doth ſporte, and ſwell with deareſt Food, 
nd if hee die, hee Knight®like dies in Blood, | 


. 
__—— 


Of that ſame, 

Oore Flea, then thou didſt die, 

Yet by ſo faire a Hand, 
That thus to die was Deſtine to command: 
Thou die didſt, yet didſt trie 
A Loners laſt Delight, 
To vault on virgine Plaines, Her kiſſe, and bite : 
Thou _ et haſt thy Tombe 
Betweene 1 oe Pappes,o deare and fiately Roome! 
Flea, happier farre, more bleſt, 
Than Phoenix burning in his ſpicie Neſt. 


Linas Virginitie. 

Ho Lina weddeth, ſhall moſt happie bee, 

For hee a Maide ſhall finde, 
Though Maiden none bee ſhee, 
A Girle, or Boy, beneath her Waite confinde: 
Aud thought bright Ceres Lockes bee nener ſhorne, 
Hee ſhall be ſure this Teere 10 lacke no Corne, 

a __ | Lone 


MADRIGALS. 


Lov s naked, 

A would yee (Lowers) know 

Yr hy Loue doth naked goe 2 
Fond, waggiſh, changeling Lad, 
Late whill Thaumantias Yoyce 
Hee wondring heard, it made han rejoyce, 
That hee or ejoy'd ran Mad: 
And in a franticke Fit threw Cloathes away, 
And ſince from Lip,and Lap hers can not ſtraye. 


Nross. 

AV ioched Niobe 7 am, 

Let Wretches reade my Caſe, 
Not ſuch who with a Teare nere wet their Face; 
Seuen Daughters of mee came, | 
And Sonnes as many, which one fatall Day 
(0rbd Mother!) tooke away: 
Thus reft by Heauens wnjuſt, | 
Griefe turn'd mee Stone, Stone t00 mee doth entombe, 
Oy hich if thou doſt miitruſt, 
of this hard Rocke but ope the flintie Wombe, + 
nd heere thou ſhalt finde Marble,and no Dup. 


Change of Loue. 

()& aid I weepe, and grone, | 

Drinke Teares, draw Ioathed Breath, 
And all for Loue of one 
VVho did affet# my Death: 
But now {Thankes to Diſdaine) | 
I line relieu'd of Paine, Nd PHRSITIN 
For Sighs, I ſinging goe, ; , 
I burne n0t as before, no, no, no, no, 


$:3i Jud 


Wilde 


MADRIGATLS. 


—_—_— 


. Wilde Beautic, 
F all but Yce thou bee, | 
How doſt thou thus mee burne? 
Or how at Fire which thou doſt raiſe in mee 
(Sith Yee) thy ſelfe in Streames doſt thou not turne? 
But rather ( 77m ma Caſe!) 
of Tce art Marble made to my Diſgrace, 
O Miracle of Loue! not heard till now, 
Cold Tce doth burne, and hard by Fire doth grow, 


Conſtant Loue. 

E 2 Ime makes great States decay, 

Time doth Mayes Pompe diferace, 
Time drawes deepe Furrowes in the faireſt Face, 
Time Wiſdome, Force, Renowne, doth take away, 
Time doth conſume the Yeeres, 
Time Changes workes in Heauens eternall Spheares : 
Yet this fierce Tyrant which doth all deuoure, 
To leſſen Lone in mee ſhall haue no Power. 


To CuaLorIs. 
Ee Chloris, how the Cloudes 
Tilte in the azure Lifts, 
And how with Stygian cMifts 
Each horned Hill his giant Forehead ſhroudes, 
Toue thundreth in the Aire, 
The Aire growne great with Raine, 
Now ſeemes to bring Deucalions Dayes agaime: 
1 ſee thee quake, come, let vs home repaire, 
Come hide thee tn mine Armes, 
If nos for Lone, yet 16 ſhunne =_ Harmes. 
Þ 4 
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VPON A POVRTRAIT. 
- b He Goddeſſe that in Amathus doth raigne, 
With ſiluer Tramells, and Saphire-colour d Eyes, 
When naked from her Mothers chriftall Plaine , 
Shee firit appear d unto the wondring Skies, 
Or when (the golden Apple to obtaine) 
Her bluſhing Snowes amazed [das Trees, 
Did neuer looke in halfe ſb faire a Guiſe 
As ſhee heere drawne, all other Ages Staine. 
O God what Beanties ! to inflame the Soule, 
nd hold the wilde# Hearts in Chaines of Gold, 
Faire Lockes, ſweet Face, Loues ſtately Capitole, 
Deare Necke,which doſt that heauenly Frame wp-hold: 
If Vertue would to mortall Eyes appeare, 
To rauiſh Senſe, ſhee would your Bcautie weare. 


— 


Vpon that ſame. 


J* Heauen, the Starres,nd Nature, did her grace 
With all PerfeRions found the Moone aboxe, 

And what excelleth in this lower Flace, 

Did place in her to breede a World of Loue? 

If Angells Gleames ſhine on her faireſt Face? 

Which make Heauens Joy on Earth the Gazer prout? 

And her bright Eyes (the Orbs which Beautie moue) 

Doe glance like Phoebus #n hrs glorious Race * 

What Pincell paint? what Colour to the Sight 

So ſweet 4a Shape can ſhows the bluſhing Morne 

The Red muſt lend, the milkie-Way the White, 

And Night the Starres, which her rich Crowne adorne, 

To draw her right: But then that all agree, 


., The Heauen, the Table, Zeuxis Iouc muſt bee. 


Vpon 
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Vpon that ſame, drawne. with a Pazſie. 


WV # with braue Arte the curious Painter drew + 
T his heauenly Shape, the Hand why made hee beare 
With golden Veines that Flowre of purple Hue, | 
which followes on the Planct of the Yeare? 
Was 4 to ſhow how in our Hemiſpheare 
Like him ſhee ſhines ? Nay, that Effetts more true 
Of Power, and Wonder f in her. appeare, Fe 
Whilſt hee but Flowres, ſhee doth braue Minds ſubduet' © 
Or would hee elſe to Vertues glorious Light 
Her con;tant Courſe make knowne * or & it hee 
Doth paralell her Blifſe with Clyrias Plight 2 
Right fo, and thus, hee reading in her Fye 

Some woefull Loners End, to grace his Grant, 

For Cypreſle Tree this mourning Flowre her gaut. 


—_ mon and 


Vpon that ſame. 3 

JF Sight bee not beguilde * 

And Eyes right playe their Part? 
Thus Flowre i not of Arte, 
But i faire Natures Child: 
And though when Phoebus from ws 6 exilde, 
Shee doth not locke her Leanes, his Loſſe to mone, 
No Wonder, Earth hath now moe Sunues than one, - 


Q. Turners: 


WP 


MADRIGAL S$; 


Ta1xs15 in Diſpraiſe of Beaytie. 


T Hat which ſo much the doating World doth priſe, 
Fond Ladies only Care, and ſole Deligh 

Soone-fading Beautic, which of Hues Fw riſe, 

Ts but an abi Let of Naturcs Might, 

Moſt woefull Wretch, whom ſhining Haire aud Eyes, 

Leage to Loues Dungeon, traitor d by a Sight, 
Moſt woefull: for hee might with greater Eaſe 
Hells Portalls enter, and pale Death appeaſe, 


As in deliciaici' Meads beneath' the Flomres, © © 

And the moſt wholſome Herbes that May can ſhow, 

In chriitall Curles the ſpeckled Serpent lowres, 

As in the Apple ( yy = faire both grow) 

The rotten Worme ts cloſ'd, which it dewoures, 

As in gilt Cups with L noſan Wine which Nw, 

Oft Poyfon pompouſly death hide its Sowres: - 
So Lewdneſſe, Falſhood, Miſchiefe,them aduance, _ 
Chad with the pleaſant Rayes of Beauties Glance. | 


Good thence is chaſ"d, where Beaiitie doth appeare, 
Milde Lowlineſſe with Pittie from it file, 
Where Beautic raignes as i their proper Spheare, 
Ingratitude, Diſdaine, Pride, all deſerie," \ 
The Fiowre, and. Fruit which Vertues' Free ſhonld heart, 
With her bad Shadowe- Beautie maheth-dic: 
Beautic 4' Mon Hor- i, a Mon#er hirld 
From angitle Hite/o; $08 [Onpg#' #14 lower Workd.” 


As Fruits which are wnripe, and ſowre of T afte, 


To bee confettd more fit than (we [ve* wee proue, 
For Sweet in Spight Eb; Care themſclues will wa#fte, 
When they long kept, the Appetite doe mone: 


Son 
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So in the Sweetneſſe of his NeRaare, Loue 
The foule confetts, and ſeaſons for his Featte : 
| Sowre & farre better which wee ſweet may make, 
T han ſweet which ſweeter Sweerneſſe will not take. 


Foule may my Ladie bee, and may her Noſe 

(4 Tanarifc) giue Y mbrage to her Chinne, 

May her gay Mouth (which ſhee no Time may cloſe) 

So wide be, that the Moone may turne therein, 

May Eyes, and Teeth, bee made conforme to woo 

Eyes ſet by Chance, and white, Teeth blacke and thinne: 
May all what ſeene ys, and i hidde from Sight,| 
Like wnto theſe rare Parts bee framed right. 


1 ſhall not feare thus though ſhee ſtraye alone, 

That others Her purſue, entice, admire, 

And thouzh ſhee ſometime counterfaite a Gront, 

1 ſhall not thinke her Heart feeles uncouth Fire, 

I ſhall not ſtile Her ruethleſſe to my Mone, 

Nor prowae, diſdainfull, wayward to Deſire: 
Her Thoughts with mine will hold an equall Lint, 
T ſhall bee hers, and [he ſhall all bee mine. 


__—— —— 


—_—__—— 


EvxrmeDons Piailc of Mika, 
(0 Emmet of the Monntaines, Glorie of our Plaines, 
Rare Miracle of Nature, aud of Loue, 
Sweet Atlas,who all Beautics Heanens ſuStaines, 
No, Beauties Heawen, where all her Wonders mone, 
The Sunne from Eaſt to. Weſt who all doth ſee, 
on this low Globe ſees nothing like to thee, 


One Phenix only liu'd ere thou waſt borne, 
And Earth but did one Queene of Loue admire, 


2 2 Three 
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T hree Graces only did the World adorne, 

But thriſe three Muſes ſung to Phoebus Lyre, 
Two Pheenixes bee now, Lones ®neencs are two, 
Foure Graccs, Muſes ten, all made by you. 


For thoſe Perfettions which the bounteous Heaucn 

To dinerſe Worlds in dinerſe Times aſfign'd, 

With thouſands more, to thee at once-were giuen, 

Thy Body faire, more faire they made thy Mind: 
nd. that thy like no Age ſhould moye behold, 
When thou waſt fram'd they after brake the Mold. 


Sweet are the Bluſhes,on thy Face which ſhine, 
Sweet are the Flames, which ſparkle from thine Eyes, 
Sweet are his Torments, who for thee doth pine, 
<MWoft ſweet his Death, for thee who ſweetly dies, 
For if hee die, hce dies not by Annoy, 
But too much Sweetneſſe _ Sans: DM Toy, 


What are my ſlender Layes to ſhow thy Worth? 

How can baſe Words a thing ſo high make kuowne ? 

So wooden Globes. bright Starres to vs ſet forth; 

So in a Chriftalt is Sunnes Beautie ſhowne: | 
More of thy Praiſes if my Muſe ſhould write, 
More Loue and Pittie, muſt the ſame inaute? 


——_— 


ney _ 
Trav mANnTIA at the departure of Ipmon. 


Aire Diane, from the —_ 
of Heanens firſt orbe who chear ſt this lower Place, 
Hide now from imnee thy Light, 
And pittying my Caſe, | 
Spread with a Skarfe of Clonds thy bluſhing Face, 


Come 
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Come with your dolefull Songs, 
Nights ſable Birds, which plaine when others Spe; | 
Come, ſolemnize my Wrones, ha 
And Conſort to mee keepe, ; 
Sith Heauen, Earth, Hell,are ſet to cauſe mee weepe. 


Thu Griefe yet I could beare, 

If now by — 1 were only pinde, 

But ah! worſe Enill I feare, 

Men abſent proue unkinde, 

And change (vnconitant like the Moone) thtir Mindt.. * —* 


If Thought had ſo much Power 

Of thy Departure, that it could mee ſlaye? 

How will that wvely Houre 

Ay feeble Senſe diſmaye? Fi S1oft" 
Farewell ſweet Heart; when 7 ſhall heare thee ſays 11: 


Deare Life, ſth thou muſt goe, ED 
Take all my Toy and Comfort hence with thee, 1504 IO 
And leaue with mee thy Woe, | 7 Pair: 
Which wntill 1 thee ſee, "Wo 

Nor Time, nor Place, nor Change ſhall take from mee} <-. 


- 
———— 


Exycins at the departure of Arzx1s, | 


' A Na wilt thou then, Alexis mine, depart ? 

And leaue theſe flowrie Meads, and chriftall Streames? 
Theſe Hills as greene as great with Gold and Gemmes, 
Which courte thee with rith Treaſgre in each" Part? 
Shall nothing hold thee? not my loyall Heart, 
That burtes to loſe the Comfort of thy Beames? 
Nor yet this Pipe which wildeſt Satyres tames? 

A 3 Nee 
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Nor Lambkins Wayling? nor old Dorus Smart? 
O ruethleſſe Shepheard, Forreits ſirange amone 
VV hat canſt thou elſe but fearfull Dangers finde? 
But ah! not thou, but Honour doth mee Wrong, 
O cruell Honour ! Tyrant of the Mini, 
This ſaid ſad Erycine, and all the Flowres 
Empearled as ſhee went, with Eyes ſalt Showres. 


ALtxis to Damov. 
T He-Loue<Alexs did to Damp beare, 
' = Shall witnef['d bee to all the Woods, and Plaines, 
As ſingulare, renown'd by neighbouring Swaines, 
That to our Relicts Time may Trophees reare: 
Thoſe Maadrigals wee ſung amidſt our Flockes, 
- With Garlands guarded from _£pollos Beames, 
On Ochells whiles, whiles neare Bodotrias Streames, 
Are regiſtrate by Zcchoes in the Rockes. 
Of forraine Shepheards bent to trie the States, 
ThoughlI (Worlds Gueſt) a Vagabond doe ſtraye, 
Thou mayſt that Store, which I eſteeme Suruaye, 
As beſt acquainted with my Soules Conceits- 
What euer Fate Heavens haue for mee defign'd, 
I truſt thee with the Treaſure of my Mind. 


-FINIS. 


pomp y==a6 « . © O57 OW ee 
Fr oe rwoeng: a - y _ &— w 


, C 
Y s TROY TWIT A IF. _ 0 — 


War Oman x4” 7 ROT wry - - ” I” mr wry” C 


